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HTHE  Sea  Gull  this  year 
*  desires  to  take  you  with 
Kim  in  Kis  Winged  hoVering 
otfer  the  Gulf.  He  Wishes  to 
point  out  to  you  a  few  High- 
lights and  everyday  glimpses 
of  the  school  year  1928-29  at 
Gulf  Park  by -the -Sea.  Our 
friendly  bird  hopes  that  you 
Will  find  the  same  fascination 
in  things  'by-the-Sea"  which 
grips  him  in  his  soars  and  dips. 


CONTENTS 


Pook  One 

THE  COLLEGE 

Book  Two 
THE  CLASSES 

Book  Three 

ORGANIZATIONS 


Book  Four 

ATHLETICS 

Book  Five 

FEATURES 


-DEDICATION 


In  genuine  appreciation  of  trie  service  so  willingly  rendered,  vtfe,  the  students  of  Gulf  Park 
College,  dedicate  tkis,  the  eighth  Volume  of  the 

SEA  GULL 

to 

MRS.  BIRDIE  HEAD  BATES 


DEDICATION 

As  an  expression  of  gratitude  for  trie  vJise  council  extended  us,  We,  the  students  of  Gulf  Park 
College,  dedicate  this,  the  eighth  Volume  of  the 

SEA  GULL 


MRS.  MARCIE  DEWITT  SETTLE 


-It  ^m>'  Hi  J  ^L 

'■■" 

Tne  Sea  Gull  Staff 

Officers 

Sara    Ansted Editor-in-Chief 

Phyllis   Person Business   Manager 

Editorial  Staff 
Helen  Myers  Betty  Starr 

Virginia  Lundy  Edith  Benson 

Emma  Krause  Helen  Rhorer 

Business  Staff 
Josephine  Shaw  Mildred  Love 

Dot  Murrey  Maxine  Rahe 

Pauline  Fogel 

Miss  Evans Faculty  Advisor 

Miss  Smith Faculty  Advisor 
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All  Hail  to  Gulf-Park 

All  hail  to  Gulf-Park,  the  college  adorned 

With  beauty  of  land  and  sea! 

Let  this  be  our  song  where  our  praises  belong: 

We  peldge  our  allegiance  and  faith  unto  thee ; 

We  lax  on  thy  altar  our  offering  of  love, 

Renew  it  from  day  to  day. 

For  joy  thou  hast  brought 

For  truth  thou  hast  taught 

We  acclaim  and  we  bless  thy  way. 

Willietta  Evans. 
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Richard  G.  Cox 
President 
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Mrs.  Richard  G.  Cox 

Dean  of  the  Home  Department 
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George  E.  McCaskey 

Business  Manager 
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MRS.  LUCILLE  BENSON  MRS.  RUTH  MARSH    MRS.MARCIA  DEW/TT  SETTLE 


HOSTESSES 
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Sarah  K.Smith  ^^Lulu  D.Hardy 


Airs. 

Ethel  Taylor 


EuthlOthsdlild     -     MrirmTrPirho 


Capt.EdmundM.de Jaive        <Mlk MarieL.Cheval 


Miss  Vi'vianSAart    Miss  Maude  Eulson    JtissWilliettaEvam 


FACULTY 
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MISS   SARAH  PAYNE  MISS  NANCY  STINGILY        MISS  VIRGINIA  WILLIS  MISS  DANELLE   YATES 


MISS  MARGARET  ROBERTS    MISS  CHARLENE  ROSE      MISS  MARJORIE  PAYNE      MISS  CHRISTINE  NORTHROP 
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MISS    IDA    LOU  NELSON 


MISS   ETHEL    CAIN 


FACULTY 
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Senior   Class 


Miss  Willietta  Evans 
Senior  Class  Sponsor 


May  Richter Chicago,  Illinois 

A  X  2 

President   of   Class,    '27,    '28,    '29;   Class   Hockey    Team,    '26,   .'28,    '20;    Basketball   Team, 

'21);   Vice-President  of  Athletic  Association,   '28;   Torch  Bearer,   '2S;   Statistics,    '27,   '2S; 

St.   Charlemagne  Club;    Treasurer  of   Sorority.    '27,    '28. 

Giggles  and  good  humor — 
Sport's  Clothes — 
Fountain  pens  and  lab  notes — 
Meredith — 


Alwillah  Mecherle Bloomington,  Illinois 

A  A  2 

Vice-President    Senior   Class.    '29;    Pierrette   Club;    St.    Charlemagne    Club. 

Slender  willowyness — ■ 
Soft  Waves 
Dreams — 
Refinement — 
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Senior   Class 

Ci.iftox  Van  Hoozer  ....  ...  Pauls  Valley,  Oklahoma 

A  A  2 

Secretary   of   Senior   Class,   '29;    Vice-Presi'Jent   of  College   Specials.    '2S;   Torch   Bearer. 
'2s ;     Bit    and     Spur    Club,     '2s,     '2D;     Samovar    Club.     '2S,     '29. 

Charm — 
Quaint  cameos — 
Diminutive  daintiness — 
Taffeta  and  tulle — 

Sara  Ansted Connersville,   Indiana 

A  X  2 
Editor-in-Chief  of   "Sea   Cull,"    '29;    Samovar   Club,    '20. 

Ripe  cherries   and    blue   beads — 
Jeweled    lorgnettes — ■ 
Pepsodent  smiles — 
Perfume — 

LOURAINE    BARBOUR Biloxi,    Mississippi 

A   A   2 

Glee    Club,    '2S.    '29;    Athletic     Association.    '28,    '29;    "Sea    Gull"    Staff,    '28;    Captain    of 
Basketball     Team,     '28,     '29;     Hockey    Team,     '28,     '29;    Track    Team.     '28,     '29;    Coast 

Club.    '28,   '29. 

Stray  locks — 
Doves  at  evening — 
Sheet  music  and  pianos — 
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Senior   Class 


Martha  Bass Knoxville,  Tennessee 

A  A  2 

Vice-President   of   Sorority,   '29;    Pierrette   Club,    '29;    Bit   and   Spur   Club,   '28;    Athletic 

Association,     '28,     '29. 

Carefree    pep — 
Style   unlimited — 
Good   humor — 
Frivolity — 


Charlotte  Bock Mineral  Wells,  Texas 

A  A  2 

Pageant    Orchestra,    '28;    Pierrette    Club;    Glee    Club. 

Sunshine — 
Love   Stories — 
Violins  at  dusk — 


Virginia  Bredehoft 


.  Danville,   Illinois 


A   X 


Vice-President  of  Sorority,  '28;   Senior  Class  Treasurer,   '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '27,   '28; 
Samovar   Club,    '27,   '28,   '29. 


Calm   capability — 
Demureness  dashed  with  pep — 
Unfailing    smile — 
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Senior    Cla 


ss 


Ri-th  Campbeli RJvcr   Forest,    [llinoi's 

A   A   2 
Bit    and   Spur   Club,   '2s.    '29;    Athletic  Association,    '2S. 

Chicago  suburbs — 
Soft  furry  bunnies — 
Notes  and  outlines — 


Eleaxor  Carrlth Chillicothe,  Ohio 

A  X  2 

President   of   Sorority.    '29;    Senior    Athletic    Captain,    '28,    '29-    Bit    ami    Sour   Club     '27 
•28;     Samovar    Club,     '28,     '29;     Hockey    Team,     '27,     '2s;     Basketball    Team      '28      >29: 

T  irchbearer,   '28. 

Sweaters,  skirts   and   oxfords — 
Pickles  and  crackers — 
Pennants  and  coon  coats — 
Bobbie   pins — 


JANE   ,,ARI,V Galesburg,    [Uinois 

A  X  2 

Sorority   Chaplain,   '29;    Bit    and   Spur  Club,    '27,    '28;    Atbletic  Association     '27     '28     "29- 
Editor-in-Chief    ot    "Tan, my   Howl,"    '29;   Torchbeaier,   '28;   Swimming  Team,   ;29 

Vogue — 

Originality — 

Lustrous  hair  with  copper  lights — 

Charm — 
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Senior   Class 

Frances  Holm Kenosha,  Wisconsin 

A  X  2 

Bit  and  Spur  Cluli;  Athletic  Association,   '29;   Torchbearer,  '28. 

Easy  ways — 

Lumber  mills  and   lumber  jackets — 

Tiny   etchings — large   portraits — 

Ruth  Gordon Lake  Charles,  Louisiana 

2  *  I 

Pierrette   Club,    '29. 

Curls  tossed  in  the  breeze — 
Little  girl  manners — 
Tiny  feet — 
Cuteness — 

Beth  Kinnebrew Homer,   Louisiana 

2  *  I 

President    of    Sorority,    '29;    Secretary    of   Jet    Maskers,    '28;    Y.    W.   C.    A.    Cabinet,    '2S; 
Secretary  of  Glee  Club,   '29;  Pierrette  Club,  '29. 

Peaches  and  cream — 
Dates  and  dances- 
Purring    kittens   and    purring   cars — 
Candy — 
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Senior   Cla 


ss 


ERMINE  IvNOEFEL Hot  Springs,  Arkansas 

2  *   1 
Home    Economics    Club,    '28;    Pierrette    Club,    '29. 

Dreamy   eyes  fastened   on   distance — 
Blonde  daintiness — 
Good   Nature — 


Allie  Vax  Hoozer ...  Pauls  Valley,  Oklahoma 

A  A  1 

President     of    College    Specials,     '2S;     Samovar    club,     '29;     Bit     and    Spur    Club      '29- 

Charlemagne    Club,    '29. 
Artistry — 
Violets  and   lace — 
Green  lawns — 
Dusky  evening — 


Carra  WOOD  MlXON Marianna,  Arkansas 

A  A  ^ 
President    of   Home   Economics   club.    '29;    Torchbearer,    '2S. 

Breezy   manner — 
Easv   charm — 
Wit— 
Gaietv — 


Paye  thirty-one 


Senior   Class 


Phyllis  Person Memphis,  Tennessee 

A  A  2 


'Sea    Gull"    Stall',    '28;     President     of    Glee    Club,     '2D;     Athletic    Association,     '28,     '29; 
Hockey    Team,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29;    St.    Charlemagne    Club,    '29. 

Business   and   work — 

Riotous  times — 

More   business    and   more   work — 

Hats  and  hose — 


Mary  Selma  Peterson Hot  Springs,  Arkansas 

S   *   I 

Home    Economics    Club,     '28,     '29;    Pierrette    Club,     '29;     Athletic    Association,     '29. 

Doves  and  olive  branches — 
Liquid  silence — 
Blue  tea  cups — bungalows — 
South   wind — 


Meredith  Ward 


Tuscaloosa,  Alabama 

A  X   2 

President     Athletic     Association,     '29;     Athletic     Association,     '28;     Hockey    Team,     '28, 

'29;    Basketball    Team,    '28;    Life    Saving'    Corp,    '28,    '29;    Swimming    Team,    '2S;    Track 

Team,    '28;    Y.   W.    C.    A.  Cabinet,    '28;    Bit    and    Spur   Club,    '28;    Jet   Maskers,    '28. 

Sailor  trousers  and  'kerchief  scarfs — 
Mail- 
Sports  and  studies — 
May — 
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Senior   Clasi 


Edna  Mae  Quest Louisville,  Kentucky 

A  A   2 

Business    Manager    of    Tammy    Howl.    '29;    V.    W.    C.    A     Cabinet      "19-    Vice-Presidoni 
AthfpHo"1?-'    '?8;    ch,a,P'ain    of    Sorority.    '29;    Treasurer  of    Athletic    Association     '  2 
Athletic      (  aptain,        2S;      Hockey      Team,      '27,      '28,      '29;      Swimming      Team        '2S: 

Torchbearcr,  '2S. 

Shimmering  blondness — 
Peach    blossoms — 
Old  ivory — 
Wild   roses — 


Josephine  Shaw 


.    .  Gulfport,   Mississ 


ssissippi 


'Sea   Gull''   Staff,   '29;   Coast   Club,    '29. 


Curly   locks— 
(ringer    jars — 
Elves  and  blue  birds — 
Ambition — 


Rachel  Shonfield 


A   A   2 

Complaints — 

Muddy  waters  and  rainy  nights — 
Compacts  and  mirrors — 
Gypsies — 
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Danville,   Illinois 


Senior   Class 


Nan  Simpson Hot  Springs,  Arkansas 

2  *  I 

Vice-President   of   Sorority,   '29;    Glee   Club,    '29;    Pierrette  Club,    '29;    St.    Charlemagne 

Club,    '29. 

Dictionaries   and  encyclopedias — 
Alarm   clocks — 
Victrolas  and  pianos — 
Gas  filled  balloons — 

Elizabeth  Sorrier Statesboro,  Georgia 

A  X  2 
Torchbearer,    '2S. 
Quietness — 

A   dreamer   seeing  beyond    the   horizon — 
Generosity — 

Betty  Starr Decatur,  Illinois 

A  A  2 

President  of  Sorority,  '29;  Chaplain  of  Sorority,  '28;  Secretary-Treasurer  of  Pierrette 
Club,  '29;  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Cabinet,  '28;  "Tammy  Howl''  Staff,  '28;  "Seal  Gull"  Staff, 
'29;     Samovar     Club;     Athletic     Association,     '28,     '29;     St.     Charlemagne     Club,     '29; 

Torchbearer,    '2S. 

A  medieval  castle — 
A  beautiful   princess — ■ 
A  mysterious  suitor — 
Romance — 
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Senior   Class 

Margaret  Thigpen Corsicana,  Texas 

A  X  2 

Hockey   Team,    '2S;    Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association,    '28. 

"Pinky"— 

Curling  tendrils  of  coppery  hair — 
Long  upturned   lashes — 
Pensiveness — ■ 

Elizabeth  Thompson South  Pittsburg,  Tennessee 

A  X  2 

Secretary   of   Sorority,    '29;    Secretary   of   Athletic   Association;    Hockey   Team,   '26,    '27, 
'2S;    Tennis    Team,    '26;    Torchbearer.    '28. 

Lovable — 

Small  independence — 
Contagious   smiles — 
Chumminess — 

WINSTON  TUTWILER Birmingham,   Alabama 

A    A    2 

President    cf  Y.    W.    C.   A..    '29;    Y.   W.    C.    A..   '2S;    Hockey  Team.    '29;    Basketball    Team, 
'29;  Athletic  Association,  '29;   Torchbearer,   '2S. 

Velvet  and  jewels — 
Tall   tapers — 
Men  and  school  teachers — 
Limousines — 
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May  Queen,  IQ2Q,  ALWILLAH  MECHERLE 
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Chief   Officer  s   Log  Book 


of  the 

Steamship SENIOR 

of 

Cull-Park   College    

on  a  voyage 

From Ignorance 

To Knowledge  

Commanded  by May  Richter 

Commencing.  .  .  .  September  ig,  1929 

Ending June  4,   1929    

Kept  by Meredith  Ward 

Crew Thirty  One 
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List 


No. 

Names 

Capacity 

Date   of 
Joining 

I. 

Miss  Evans  . 

Mainstay  .     .     . 

.    1920  . 

2. 

M.    RlCHTER    .       . 

Captain    .      .     . 

1925   . 

3- 

A.   Mecherle    . 

First   Mate    . 

1927   . 

4- 

V.   Bredehoft   . 

Inmate  .     .     . 

1927  . 

5- 

S.  Ansted  .    .     . 

Sea   Gull  .     .     . 

1928   . 

6. 

L.  Barbour  . 

Help    Mate   .     . 

1927   . 

7- 

M.   Bass  .     .    . 

Broadcaster  . 

1927   . 

8. 

C.   Bock   .     .    . 

Permanent  Wave 

1927   . 

9- 

R.  Campbell  .    . 

Sail   Maker   . 

1927   . 

IO. 

E.  Carruth  .    . 

Roommates   . 

1927   . 

1 1. 

R.   Schonfield  . 

Roommates   . 

1927   . 

12. 

R.    Gordon   . 

Bell 

1928   . 

13- 

A.  Napier  .    .     . 

Boatswain    . 

1927   . 

14. 

F.  Holm   .     .     . 

Passenger  .    .     . 

1927   . 

•5 

.  B.  KlNNEBREW 

Bartender  .    .     . 

1927   . 

16. 

E.  Knoefel  .     . 

Chef 

1927  . 

17- 

C.  Mixon  .    .     . 

Painter  .... 

1927   . 

18. 

P.  Person  .    .     . 

Boom    .... 

1927   . 

19. 

M.  S.  Peterson  . 

Keel 

1927   . 

20. 

E.  M.  Quest  .    . 

Gob 

1926   . 

21 

.  W.  Tutwiler 

Gob 

1927   . 

22. 

J.    Shaw   .     .     . 

Dispatch   .     . 

1927   . 

23. 

N.    Simpson   . 

Stoker  .... 

1927   . 

24. 

E.  Sorrier  .    .     . 

Wireless    Operator 

1927   . 

25. 

B.   Starr  .     .    . 

Star  Board   .     . 

1926   . 

26. 

M.  Thigpen  .    . 

Deck   Hands  . 

■  1927   • 

27- 

J.  Hardy  .     .    . 

(Bridge  Deck) 

1927   . 

28. 

E.  Thompson  .    . 

Shorthand  .    .     . 

1925   . 

29. 

A.  Van  Hoozer  . 

Barometer  .    .     . 

1927   . 

SO. 

C.   Van   Hoozer 

Compass    .    . 

1927   . 

3i- 

M.  Ward  .    .    . 

Unlimited  .    .     . 

1927   . 

(Each   number  st 

ands  for 

Kejfister-Number-Ticket  Leaving: 

E-14-7-12-9-19-8 We  hope   not 

H-15-3-11-5-25    .     .  Presidency 

P-12-5-1-19-1-14-20 Vice-Presidency 

F-18-5-1-19-21-18-5-8 By  Osmosis 

A-14-14-21-1-12 Her  Bird 

G-25-13 Miss    Cain 

F-1-19-8-9-15-14    ....    A    good    impression 

V-9-15-12-9-14 Lingering  memories 

A-7-18-5-5-1-2-12-5 Quietly 

N-i 5-22-5-12-19 For  good 

T-i  5-23-14 Her  card  game 

K-9-14-4 A   tiny   footprint 

P-12-5-1-19-1-14-20 Library 

N-5-23-19 On  I.  C. 

Q-21-1-9-14-20 Sigma  Psi's 

P-9-1-14-15 The  School 

F-18-9-14-12-25 June  Fourth 

A-4-22-5-18-20-9-19-9-17-7  ....  Honor  Roll 

S-5-23-9-14-7 For    Home 

D-1-14-3-9-14-7 Money 

S-20-1-20-5-12-25 "Y" 

Q-21-9-3-11 Psych  Class 

P-9-1-15 With  honors 

I-14-20-5-18-5-19-20-5-4  .  .  Her  letter  writing 
B-18-9-12-12-9-1-14-20    .     .     .  With     everyone's 

admiration 

B-18-9-4-7-5 Sara 

H-15-23-12 Reluctantly 

H-1-16-16-25 The  hockey  field 

A-i 8-20-9-19-20-9-3 Jeff   Davis 

I-14-20-5-18-5-19-20  ....  Fond  Memories 
A-20-8-12-5-20-9-3-19  .  .  .  Athletic  Association 
a  letter  of  the  alphabet.) 
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uniors 


Louise  Stephenson 

INDIANA 

President   Junior   Class;    "Tammv    Howl" 


Staff, 


29; 
'28, 


Treasurer    Sigma    Psi,    '28;    Samovar    Club, 
'29;  Home  Economics  Club,  '28;   Swimming 
Team,    '27,    '28. 

Mrs.  WlTHERSPOON Sponsor 


Beulah  Price 

MISSOURI 

Secretary    of   Junior    Class,    '29 ;    Y.    W.    C. 
Cabinet,   '29;   Pierrette  Club,  '29. 


Louise  Milburn 

OKLAHOMA 

Vice-President  Junior  Class;  Glee  Club,  '29; 
President  Jet  Maskers,  '29;  Pierrette  Club,  '29; 
Athletic  Association,  '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29. 


Kathryn  Sheehy 

ILLINOIS 

Junior  Athletic  Captain;  Secretary  Athletic 
Association,  '29 ;  Vice-President  Bit  and  Spur 
Club,  '29;  Captain  of  Hockey  Team,  '27,  '28; 
Basketball  Team,  '27,  '28 ;  Treasurer  of  Delta 
Chi  Sigma,  '29 ;  Samovar  Club,  '29. 
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Juni 


lors 


Janice  Abramson 

ARKANSAS 

Helen  Alexander 

NEBRASKA 

Home  F.conomics  Club,  '29. 

Kathryn  Alexander 

NEBRASKA 

Home  Economics  Club,  '29. 

Dinah  Allen 

MISSOURI 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29. 

Laura  Mary  Allen 

MISSOURI 

Glee     Club,     '29;     Bit     and     Spur     Club,     '29; 
Pierrette   Club,   '29;    Athletic  Association. 

Mildred  Allen 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast  Club,  '29. 

Bernice  Alman 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast  Club,  '29. 

Agnes  Aspden 

NEW    JERSEY 

Jet  Maskers,  '29;   Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Ath- 
letic   Association,    '29. 
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J 


uniors 


Julia  Belle  Yarrington 

KENTUCKY 

Secretary-Treasurer  of   Bit   and   Spur   Club,   '29; 

Athletic   Association,    '29;    Treasurer   of   Y.   W. 

C.   A.,    '29. 


Mariel  Ballard 

OKLAHOMA 

Bit   and   Spur   Club,   '29;    Winner  of   Sea   Horse, 
'29. 


Anna  Louise  Beatty 

ILLINOIS 
Pierrette  C!ub,  '29;   Glee  Club,  '29. 

Nina  Ruth   Benson 

ILLINOIS 

Home  Economics  Club.  '29;  Athletic  Association, 
'29. 


Catherine  Bergquist 

ILLINOIS 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Samovar  Club,  '29 

Hildegarde  Bickel 

WEST   VIRGINIA 

Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29; 
Athletic  Association,  '29. 


Virginia    Bracy 

ILLINOIS 

"Tammay  Howl"  Staff,  '29;  Glee  Club,  '29. 
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Jun 


lors 


Helen  Burns 

ILLINOIS 

Treasurer     of      Home     Economics     Club,      '29; 
Pierrette    Club,  '29. 


Virginia  Calvert 

LOUISIANA 


Mary  Campbell 

OHIO 

Treasurer   of   Junior    Class,    '29;    Bit    and    Spur 

Club,     '29;     Athletic     Association,     '29;     Hockey 

Team,    '29;    Basketball    Team,    '29. 


Maxine  Clark 

MISSOURI 

Athletic    Association,    '29. 


Miriam  Claussen 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast  Club,  '29. 


Katherine  Colp 

ILLINOIS 

Glee   Club,   '29;   Athletic  Association,   '29. 
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Jun 


lors 


Mary  Louise  Cook 

OKLAHOMA 

Bit    and   Spur    Club,    '29. 

Grace  Cousins 

ILLINOIS 

"Tammy  Howl"   Staff,  '29 ;   Glee  Club,   '29 ;   Jet 
Maskers,  '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29. 

Eleanor  Currey 

ILLINOIS 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Jet  Maskers,  '29;  Samo- 
var Club,  '29. 

Marian  Dempster 

NEBRASKA 

Home  Economics  Club,  '29. 

Kathleen  Deneschaud 

LOUISIANA 

Samovar  Club,  '29. 

Beatrice  Desberger 

KENTUCKY 

Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Ath- 
letic Association,  '29. 

Virginia  Doniphan 

MISSOURI 

Leonora  Dunham 

ILLINOIS 

Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 
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Juni 


lors 


Elizabeth  Elliott 

FLORIDA 

Secretary   of   Jet   Maskers,   '29. 

Alice  Florsheim 

LOUISIANA 


Pauline  Fog  el 

MISSOURI 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Ath- 
letic Association,  '29. 


Betty  French 

LOUISIANA 

Junior   Class   Cheer   Leader,   '29 ;    Athletic   Asso- 
ciation,  '29. 


Sally   Fulcher 

GEORGIA 

Glee  Club,  '29. 


Janet  Fuller 

ILLINOIS 

Jet    Maskers,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Athletic 
Association,    '29. 


Marion   Gordon 

ILLINOIS 

Jet  Maskers,  '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Hockey 
Team,  '29;  Basketball  Team,  '29;  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation,   '29. 
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Jun 


lors 


Dorothy  Gould 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast  Club,  '29. 
Frances  Greaves 

MISSOURI 

Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29. 

Emilie   Gretter 

KENTUCKY 

Jet   Maskers,  '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Athletic 
Association,    '29. 

Dorothy  Hammond 

INDIANA 

Helen    Hanson 

WISCONSIN 

Home  Economics  Club,  '29;   Glee  Club,  '29;  Bit 
and    Spur   Club,    '29. 

Elizabeth  Hammock 

ARKANSAS 

Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Basketball  Team,  '29;   Ath- 
letic   Association. 


Margaret  Harwood 

TENNESSEE 

Hockey  Team,  '29 ;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Helen    Havens 

MICHIGAN 
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Juni 


lors 


Elizabeth  Heiderhoff 

MISSISSIPPI 

Secretary  of   Coast   Club,    '29. 

Virginia   Henry 

NORTH     CAROLINA 

Ellyn  Hildebrand 

MISSOURI 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Ath- 
letic   Association,    '29. 

Frances  Hill 
illinois 


Margaret  Hines 

TEXAS 

Home  Economics  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association, 
'29. 


Alice  Howe 

MICHIGAN 


Henrietta   Hubbard 

ILLINOIS 

Glee  Club,   '29;   Basketball   Team,   '29;    Athletic 
Association,    '29. 


Rosalie  Jennings 

TENNESSEE 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 


Page  forty-seven 


Juni 


lors 


Helen  Johnson 

OKLAHOMA 

Athletic   Association,   '29;    Pierrette   Club,   '29. 

Christine  Johnson 

KENTUCKY 

Vice-President  of  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  '29 ;  Jet  Maskers, 

'29;  Athletic  Association,  '29;  Captain  of  Junior 

Basketball  Team,  '29;   Bit  and   Spur  Club,   '29; 

Home  Economics  Club,  '29. 

Lillian  Jones 

MISSOURI 
Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association,    '29. 

Myrtle  Maye  Jones 
kentucky 

Glee  Club,  '29;  Jet  Maskers,  '29;   Bit  and  Spur 
Club,  '29. 

Edwina  Jones  (No  Picture) 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast  Club,   '29. 


Mary  Ellen  Keel 

TEXAS 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Edna  Mae  Keller 

KENTUCKY 

Irene  Karst 

MISSISSIPPI 

Jet  Maskers,  '29;  Coast  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation,  '29. 
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J  uniors 

Charlotte  Kirk 
kentucky 

Jet     Maskers,     '29 ;     Athletic     Association,     '29 ; 
Pierrette  Club,  '29. 


Dorothy  Kirk 

ILLINOIS 

Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association,    '29; 
Basketball  Team,  '29;  Hockey  Team,  '29. 


Emma  Krause 

MICHIGAN 

"Sea    Gull"    Staff,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Jet 

Maskers,     '29;      Athletic     Association,     '29;      St. 

Charlemagne  Club,  '29. 


Mary   Lambert 

KENTUCKY 
Pierrette    Club,    '29. 

Catherine  Landrum 

OKLAHOMA 

Edith  Larmon 

ILLINOIS 

Athletic  Association,  '29;   Basketball  Team,   '29; 
Hockey    Team,    '29. 

Evelyn  Lee 

TEXAS 

Grace  Lee 

OKLAHOMA 

Pierrette    Club,    '29;     Athletic    Association,    '29; 

Class     Basketball    Team,     '26,     '27,     '28;     Class 

Hockey  Team,  '26,  '27,  '28;   Hockey  Varsity,  '28, 

'29. 
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Jun 


lors 


Mary  Elizabeth  Lewin 

OHIO 

Literary  Editor  of  "Tammy  Howl,"  '29. 

Mildred  Love 

INDIANA 

Pierrette  Cub,  '29;  "Sea  Gull"  Staff,  '29. 

Virginia  Lundy 

OKLAHOMA 

"Sea  Gull"  Staff,  '29;   Athletic  Association,  '29; 
St.    Charlemagne   Club,    '29. 

Jewel  Marie  Markham 

OKLAHOMA 

Glee    Club,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Bit    and 
Spur   Club,   '29;   Athletic   Association,  '29 

Sue   McCraney 

ALABAMA 

Glee  Club,  '29;   Athletic  Association,   '29;   Vice- 
President  of  Jet  Maskers,  '29;  Pierrette  Club,  '29. 

Suzanne  McKinney 

ILLINOIS 

Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Catherine  Mills 

ARKANSAS 

Glee  Club,  '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29. 

Dorothy  Moore 

ILLINOIS 

Athletic  Association,  '29. 
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Jun 


lors 


Emily  Sue  Moore 

KENTUCKY 

Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Louise    Morrel 

TEXAS 
Jet    Maskers,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29. 

Alberta  Morton 

MISSOURI 

Glee  Club,  '28,  '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29. 

Wilma  Morton 

ILLINOIS 

Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Glee    Club,    '29;    Athletic 
Association,  '29. 

Helen  Myers 

OKLAHOMA 

"Sea  Gull"  Staff,  '29;  Glee  Club,  '29;  Y.  W.  C. 
A.  Cabinet,   '29;   Bit  and   Spur  Club,  '29;   Pier- 
rette Club,  '29. 

Caroline   Nash 

TEXAS 

Pierrette  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Ruth  Nevers 

MICHIGAN 

Betty  Newell 

WISCONSIN 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29; 
Pierrette   Club,   '29;    St.   Charlemagne  Club,   '29. 
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lors 


Rosamond  Norton 

ARKANSAS 
Pierrette    Club,    '29. 


Ruth  Oliver 

MISSOURI 

"Tammy    Howl"    Staff,    '29;     Glee    Club,    '29; 

Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association,    '29; 

Hockey  Team,  '29. 


Ann  Paterson 

LOUISIANA 


Mildred   Pattie 

TENNESSEE 

Pierrette  Club,  '29. 


Rosebud  Piker 

LOUISIANA 

Jet   Maskers,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,   '29;    Athletic 
Association,  '29. 


Frances  Poe 

TEXAS 


Catherine  Pyle 

MISSOURI 
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lors 


Elizabeth  Quinn 

KENTUCKY 

Glee  Club,  '29;  St.  Charlemagne  Club,  29. 


Maxine  Rahe 

INDIANA 

"Sea  Gull"  Staff,  '29;  St   Charlemagne  Club,  '29: 

Athletic  Association,  '29;   Basketball  Team,   '29; 

Hockey   Team,    '29. 


Helex  Reid 

MISSOURI 

Eit    and    Spur    Club,    '29;     Pierrette    Club,    '29; 
Athletic  Association,  '29. 


Helen  Rhorer 

MISSISSIPPI 

"Sea   Gull"   Staff,   '29. 


Frances  Rosemire 

CEORGIA 


Dorothy   Ryall 

MICHIGAN 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 


ESTELLE    SANFORD 
MISSOURI 

'Tammy   Howl"    Staff,    '29;    Pierrette   Club,   '29; 
Athletic  Association,   '29 ;    Glee   Club,   '29. 
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lors 


Althea  Schwing 

LOUISIANA 


Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Jet  Maskers,  '29;  Ath- 
letic Association,  '29. 


Olive  Shaw 

FLORIDA 

Athletic    Association. 

Gladys  Sines 

ILLINOIS 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Kathryn  Smoot 

TENNESSEE 

Rachel   Snyder 

OHIO 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29;   Home  Economics  Club, 
'29;    St.    Charlemagne    Club,    '29. 

Cassaline  Stephenson 

ILLINOIS 

Athletic   Association,   '29;    Pierrette   Club,   '29. 

Eloise  Stout 

ILLINOIS 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '29 ;  Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Susan  Alice  Taylor 

MISSISSIPPI 

Basketball  Team,  '29. 
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lors 


Virginia  Thomas 

MISSISSIPPI 

Glee   Club,    '29;    Pierrette   Club,    '29. 

Betty  Thomson 

MISSISSIPPI 

President  Coast  Club,  '29;   Coast  Club,  '27,  '28, 
'29- 

Mildred  Thompson 

OKLAHOMA 

Pierrette    Club,    '29;    Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '29; 
Athletic  Association,  '29. 

Anne  Trulock. 

ARKANSAS 

"Tammy  Howl''  Staff;  Athletic  Association. 

Vera  Vlcek 

ILLINOIS 

Athletic    Association,    '29;    Glee    Club,    '29;    Bit 
and    Spur   Club,    '29. 

Eleanor  Walker 

ILLINOIS 

Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association, 

'29;   Samovar  Club,  '29;   St.  Charlemagne  Club, 

'29. 

Eleanor   Wiard 

KENTUCKY 

Glee    Club,    '29;    Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '29;    Jet 
Maskers,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29. 

Alice  Watson 

MISSISSIPPI 
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Ho! 


Listen,  my  children,  and  you  shall  hear 
Of  the  Juniors  of  Gulf-Park  in  one  merry  year. 
September    eighteenth    in    twenty-eight , 
Whoe'er  can  forget  that  historic  date? 


In  between  were  rushing,  pledging  and  such. 
Poor,  motley — garbed  pledges  always  "in  Dutch." 
Then  return  parties,  week-ends  away, 
New  Orleans,  the  Inn,  Thanksgiving  Day! 


New  girls  and  old  girls,  they  piled  off  the  train, 
And    struggled    o'er    baggage    with    might    and 

main, 
They    climbed    into    busses,    to    Gulf -Park    they 

came, 
As  "Juniors"  unknown,  but  soon  to  win  fame. 

Through  perils   of  registering,  friendships  were 

made. 
Teachers  were  met  at  a  reception  staid, 
But  soon  all  danced,  formality  gone; 
So  started  the  year  with  laughter  and  song. 

Then  classes  were  formed  and  Juniors  found 
Their     number    the    biggest,    "and    best"    they 

vowed. 
With  "Durdy"  to  sponsor  and  Louise  to  lead, 
We  could  not  help  win,  as  all  agreed. 

The  swimming    meet  first   our  prowess   showed. 
We  won  the  goat,  which  we  safely  stowed. 
In  open  battle  we'd  gained  the  prize, 
It  must  be  kept  safe  from  prying  eyes. 

Sing-Song  came  next  and  we  worked  in  glee 
To  learn  our  songs  and  again  winner  be; 
With  Betty  and  Sis  we  daily  toiled, 
But   by  Sophs  of  the  goat  were  soon  despoiled. 

"Never  mind,   better  luck  next  time,"  we  cried, 
"We'll  win  in  hockey,"  but  Seniors  denied. 
Though  the  Juniors  fought  hard,  they  won  each 

game 
And  soon  got  the  goat,  bestowed  by  Miss  Cain. 


But  so,  with  parties  and  picnics  and  fun, 
Three   months  seemed  over  before  they'd  begun. 
December  fifteenth/     What   mem'ries  it  brings! 
Vacation,  Christmas,  sleeping  late   mornings! 

Too  soon  it  was  o'er,  to  work  we  returned, 
To  finish  our  job,  though  for  home  we  yearned. 
Then   parties    began;   we   sang   and   danced, 
Were  kids  one  night  and  on  play-horses  pranced. 

Soon,  grown-up,  the   class   banquet  attended, 
Cheered  and  toasted  with  vim  till  it  ended, 
To  dance  to  the  orchestra's  gayest  tunes, 
Seniors  with  flowers,  Juniors  with   balloons. 

One  day  the  Juniors  bade  Louise  farewell. 
She'd  been  a  fine  leader,  all  will  tell. 
We  grieved  to  see  her  leave,  but  Maxine,  too, 
We  know>,  will  ever  to  her  trust  be  true. 

For  the  goat  we're  still  fighting  in  every  sport. 
In  cross-country  walks  the  Sophs  hold  the  fort. 
The  Seniors  have  conquered  in   basketball, 
But  track  still   is  coming  and  so   is  baseball. 

We'll  win  what  we  can  the  whole  year  through, 
But  to  our  ideals,  pray  let  us  be  true. 
I  hope  that  when  June  comes  that  we're  ahead, 
But  whate'er  happens,  please  may  it  be  said. 

"In   victory   or   in   defeat    they've    been   fair. 
They've  fought  hard  but  they've  always  played 

square." 
So    here's    to    the    big    things    they've    done    and 

will  do! 
I  think  that  the  Juniors  are  Great,  don't  you? 

Vera  Vlcek 
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Virginia    Abney Texas 

Home    Economics    Club. 

Margaret    Shutts Kentucky 

President  of  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '28,  '29;  Varsity 
Hockey,    '28,    '29;    Hockey,    '28,    '29;    Basketball 
Team,   '28,    '29;   Swimming.    '28,    '29;    Vice-Presi- 
dent   Athletic    Association,    '28,    '29. 

Marion   Ervin Missouri 

Bit    and    Spur   Club;    Y.    W.    C.    A.    Cabinet;    St. 
Charlemagne   Club. 


Nancy  Hackworth Tennessee 

Home   Economics  Club. 

Katherine  Malone Oklahoma 

Athletic    Association. 

Mildred  Mecherle Illinois 

Emily   Mitcham Texas 

Pierrette  Club. 
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Dorothy    Coleman1 Texas 

Torchbearer,    '2S;    Athletic   Association,   '27,    '28; 
Pageant  Orchestra,   '2S. 

Lillie  Belle  Sloan Texas 

Home   Economics   Club. 

Bernice  Smith Texas 

Glee   Club;   Jet  Maskers;   Athletic  Association. 


Leona  Wolffs Illinois 

Samovar   Club,    '28,    '29;    Jet    Maskers,    '28,    '29; 

Cheer  Leader,    '29;    Glee   Club,    '28,    '29;    Athletic 

Association. 

Mills    Waterfill Kentucky 

Lena   Dra.ne   Hoskins Texas 

Samovar  Club. 

Gwendolyn  Jones Illinois 

Glee  Club;  Jet  Maskers. 
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College  Specials 


HERE  is  a  group  in  Gulf-Park  called  Specials,  and  rightly 
too,  for  they  certainly  are  special.  There  is  not  an  ordinary 
one  in  the  whole  group.  First  take  Peg  Shutts.  She  could 
ride  any  horse  she  ever  saw,  and  is  good  in  other  sports 
besides.  Virginia  Abney  is  just  the  sweetest,  prettiest  little  girl 
imaginable,  and  oh,  that  tinkling  laugh.  Marion  Ervin  didn't  take 
long  to  establish  herself  as  a  leader;  intellectually,  socially  and  physically 
speaking.  Nancy  Hackworth  looks  like  an  advertisement  for  a  fashion 
magazine,  and  the  plates  would  be  a  little  more  leisurely.  Katherine 
Malone  carries  a  lot  of  weight  in  the  College  Special  Class.  Mildred 
Mecherle  is  quiet,  but  everyone  knows  she  is  there,  because  she  is  so 
pretty,  one  can't  help  from  gazing  at  her,  and  she  has  such  a  brain  that 
her  presence  is  felt,  even  when  she  does  not  speak.  Emily  Mitcham  is 
what  one  would  call  the  life  of  the  party.  Her  talent  lies  in  thinking 
up  ways  of  getting  out  of  work.  Dorothy  Coleman  surely  plays  a  violin 
well,  and  while  she  is  not  a  noisy  sort  of  person,  she  can  certainly  hold 
her  own  when  she  needs  to.  Lillie  Belle  Sloan  is  our  Special  culinary 
artist.  Her  cakes  are  an  honest  delight.  Bernice  Smith  sings  and  speaks 
with  equal  aptness,  and  has  a  good  time  doing  both — much.  Leona 
Wolffs  is  the  possessor  of  a  pair  of  Special  eyes  that  succeed  in  saying 
"come  hither."  Lena  Drane  Hoskins  is  an  artist  who  will,  we  prophesy, 
"arrive".  Gwen  Jones  does  a  lot  of  things,  but  she  laughs  most  Spe- 
cially. Now,  you  can  see  that  it  is  no  wonder  these  people  are  classed 
as  Specials. 
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Jean   Davis 


Soph 


pnomore    L^lass 


Cl< 


ILLINOIS 
Sophomore   Class  President,    '29;   Hockey  Team,   '29. 

Carol  Dean 

MISSISSIPPI 

Vice-President  of   Sophomore   Class,   '29;   Glee   Club, 

'29;    Hockey  Team,   '28,    '29;    Basketball   Team,    '28, 

'29. 


Dickie  Thompson 


TENNESSEE 

Secretary-Treasurer      Sophomore      Class,      '28,      '29; 

Vice-President     of     Freshman     Class,     '29;     Hockey 

Team,    '27,    '28,   '29;    Basketball    Team,    '27,    '28. 

Edith  Benson 

MISSISSIPPI 

Athletic     Captain     of     Sophomore     Class,     '27,     '29; 
Athletic    Executive    Board,    '27.    '28,    '29;    Basketball 
Team,    '29;   "Sea  Gull"    Staff,  '29;   Y.  W.  C.   A.  Cab- 
inet,   '29;    Captain    of    Hockey    Team,    '28,    '29. 


Mrs.  Settle 


Sp 


onsor 
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Sophomore    Class 


NORINNE  AXDERSONT 

TENNESSEE 

Glee  Club,   '29;    Home  Economies   Club,    '29. 


Martha  Austin 

LOUISIANA 
Samovar    Club,    '29;    Pierrette    Club,    '29. 


Dorothy  Baldwin 

TENNESSEE 

Treasurer   of   Delta    Alpha    Sigma,    '29;    President    of 
Freshman    Class,    '28;    Hockey    Team,    '28;    Basket- 
ball  Team,    '28,  .'29;    Samovar  Club,    '29. 


Mildred  Bemis 
arkansas 

Samovar    Club,    '29. 


Augusta  Benners 

MISSISSIPPI 
Coast    Club,    '28.    '29;    Samovar    Club,    '29. 


Margaret  Booth 

TEXAS 

Pierrette    Club,     '29. 
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Soph 
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Virginia  Brown 

MICHIGAN 
Glee    Club,    '29. 


Mildred   Chase 

OKLAHOMA 

Pierrette  Club,   '29;   Jet  Maskers,   '29;   Bit  and   Spur 
Club,   '29. 


Blanche  Connell 

TEXAS 
Jet    Maskers,    '29;    Samovar    Club,    '29. 


Josephine  Davis 

ILLINOIS 
Samovar   Club,   '29;   Jet  Maskers,   '29. 


Frances  French 

MISSISSIPPI 
Jet    Maskers,    '28,    '29. 


Ruth  Flora 

ILLINOIS 
Home    Economics    Club,    '29. 
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Sophomore   Class 


Virginia  Funsten 

MISSOURI 


Gilberta  Gilbert 

NEW    YORK 
Jet   Maskers,   '29;   Athletic   Association,    '28. 


Julia  Gnatt 


INDIANA 
Home    Economics   Club,    '29;    Basketball    Team,    '29. 


Mary  Frances  Goodrich 

INDIANA 

Swimming     Team,     '28;     Athletic     Association.     '29; 
Samovar  Club,    '27,    '29;    St.   Charlemagne  Club,   '29. 


Lucie  Gutierrez 

LOUISIANA 

Bit     and     Spur    Club,     '29;     Basketball     Team,     '29; 
Athletic   Association,    '29. 


Christine  Hadsell 

mississippi 

Samovar    Club,    '26,    '27,    '28,    '29. 
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Sarah   Hill 

MISSOURI 

Bit  and  Spur  Club.   '28;   Home  Economics  Club,  '28; 
Captain  of  Basketball  Team;  Hockey  Team,  '27,  '28. 


Frances  Kaucher 

ILLINOIS 

Bit    and    Spur   Club.    '29;    Pierrette   Club,    '29;    Sam- 
ovar   Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association,    '29. 


Barbara  Manning 

ILLINOIS 

Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '29;    Jet    Maskers,    '29;    Home 
Economics    Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association,    '29. 


Catherine  Murrey 

TENNESSEE 

Secretary  of  Delta  Alpha  Sigma,  '29;  "Tammy 
Howl"  Staff,  '28;  Vice-President  of  Glee  Club,  '29; 
Vice-President  of  Home  Economics  Club,  '29; 
Hockey  Team,  '29;  Basketball  Team,  '29;  Cheer 
Leader,    '29;    Y.    W.   C.   A.  Cabinet,    '29. 


Sarah    Pantall 

LOUISIANA 

Home    Economics    Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association, 
'29. 


Marjorie   Raymond 

TENNESSEE 

Secretary-Treasurer  Freshman  Class.  '28;  "Tammy 
Howl"  Staff,  '29;  St.  Charlemagne  Club,  '29;  Sopho- 
more  Hockey   Team,    '29;    Prep.   Varsity   Team,    '29. 
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Sophomore    Class 


Marietta  Reimers 

LOUISIANA 

Hockey  Team,   '27,   '28;   Bit  and   Spur  Club,    '27,   '2S, 

'29;    Samovar    Club,    '27,    '28,    '29;    St.    Charlemagne 

Club,    '29;    Athletic    Association,    '27,    '28.    '29. 


Helen  Rezabeck 

ILLINOIS 

Hockey  Team,   '29;  Bit  and  Spur  Club.   '29;    Athletic 
Association,    '29. 


Mary  Bess  Sawyer 

TEXAS 


Mary  Sue  Simpson 

OKLAHOMA 

Treasurer    of    Sorority,    '29;    Jet    Maskers,    '2S;    Ath- 
letic Association,   '29;   Pierrette  Club,   '29. 


Jane  Thompson 

ILLINOIS 

Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '28:    Athletic    Association, 
'29;    St.    Charlemagne    Club,     '29. 
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The  Sophomore  Class 


E,  the  committee  of  inspection,  sailed  out  in  our  glass  bottom  boat  from  the 
port  of  G.  P.  C,  in  quest  of  greater  knowledge  of  the  renowned  Sopho- 
more class  of  '28-'29.  We  peered  through  the  mirrored  bottom  of  our 
vessel,  and  were  rewarded  with  the  sight  of  a  group  of  mermaids  clus- 
tered about  a  sea-shell  table.  At  the  head  of  the  table  sat  an  elderly  mermaid, 
who  seemed  to  be  the  mother  of  them  all,  for  they  called  her  "Mamma  Settle." 
A  sleek-haired  maiden,  Mary  Sue,  arose  and  cried,  "Hey  saps,  the  cutest  class  in  cap — 
the  Sophomores  of  1928- 1929  is  now  in  session."  The  president,  Jean,  took  charge 
of  the  meeting  and  called  on  the  secretary  for  the  "Minutes"  of  the  previous  meeting. 
Then  Sarah,  Frances  Kaucher,  and  Lucie  danced  the  "Sailor's  Horn  Pipe."  Frances 
Graybill  and  Carol  warbled  "Where  Shy  Little  Mermaids  Swim."  Dorothy  and 
Marjorie,  with  hair  of  opposite  lengths,  debated  on  "The  Long  and  Short  of  It." 
Sarah  Pantall  and  Marietta  read  their  clever  manuscripts.  Next,  the  treasurer  gave 
her  account  of  the  resources  belonging  to  the  group. 

Dickie,  voted  the  "wittiest",  contributed  her  annual  dime  in  appreciation  of  the 
honor  conferred  on  her.  Edith,  the  "Good  Sport",  added  her  weekly  fifteen  cents  to 
this  worthy  cause.  Because  of  rent  due  on  the  sun-parlor,  Egypt  and  Mildred  Chase 
were  unable  to  comply  with  the  demands  of  the  exchequer.  Christine  and  Norinne, 
whom  gentlemen  prefer,  begged  to  be  excused  from  the  payment  because  of  the  high 
cost  of  hair  pins.  Mary  Bess  gave  more  than  usual  because  of  the  fees  she  had  col- 
lected as  barber,  while  Virginia  Funsten  was  minus  the  necessary  cash,  as  well  as  her 
flowing  locks.     The  treasurer  seemed  pleased  with  fifty  cents. 

The  subject  of  light  permissions  was  then  brought  up.  Mildred  Bemis  made  a 
move  that  there  be  a  discussion  of  the  fact  that  Gilberta  enjoyed  her  roommate's  light 
privilege.  Helen  seconded  this  motion.  Caroline  and  Augusta  asked  to  be  excused, 
since  light  fines  and  privileges  did  not  interest  them.  The  discussion  then  continued. 
Jane,  who  enjoyed  that  same  light,  declared  that  the  privilege  should  be  granted.  Bar- 
bara, Frances  French,  and  Mary  Frances  vetoed  this,  for  they  had  been  greatly  dis- 
turbed; also  Josephine,  Virginia  Brown  and  Blanche  of  the  Save  Our  Slumbers  Club. 
Martha  and  Julia  demanded  bigger  mail  boxes  to  accommodate  their  daily  epistles. 
The  "Typical"  mermaid,  Dot,  cheerfully  yielded  to  the  demand.  The  meeting  then 
adjourned  and  we  went  on  our  way,  aware  of  the  superiority  of  the  Sophomore  class. 

Jane  Thompson. 
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FRESHMAN 


Freshman   Class 


Stella  Bailey 
Nellie  Boden 
Vivian  Dillaiiunty 


Nancy  Dickson 
Emily  Drapekin 


Jeanne  Emmert 
Alma  Hacman 


Sara  Hollopeter 
Edna  Howe 
Phyllis  Lehman 
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Elizabeth  Starks 
Mildred  Stephenson7 
Aline  Wetherbee 
Frances  Stacy 


Willie  Mae  Sloan 
Sophie  Marie  Loeb 
Ruth  Ringold 
Lillian  Scott 


Ruth  Sherrill 
Dorothy  Lowther 
Pauline  Prigmore 
Callie  Mae  Porter 


Not    iii    picture — Margot   Gack,   Laura   Hardy,    Garnett    Sturdivant. 
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Freshman    Class 


Stella  Bailey 
Nellie  Boden 
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Elizabeth  Starks 
Mildred  Stephenson 
Aline  Wetherbee 
Frances  Stacy 


Willie  Mae  Sloan 
Sophie  Marie  Loeb 
Ruth  Ringold 
Lillian  Scott 


Ruth  Sherrill 
Dorothy  Lowther 
Pauline  Prigmore 
Callie  Mae  Porter 


Not    in    picture — Margot    Gack,   Laura   Hardy,    Garnett    Sturdivant. 
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Fresh 


resnmen 

Like  waves, 

Tumultuous 

And  compelling  in  stress, 

Or  sparkling  in  tranquility- 

rhe  Freshmen! 


The  five  officers  in  this  class  of  G.  P.  C. 
Are  the  best  in  the  school,  you  must  agree; 
Each  has  a  talent,  great  or  small, 
Which  she  ivill  develop  in  spite  of  all. 

First,  Stacey  from  Virginia — it  is  said  she 
An  Olympic  ivinner  is  bound  to  be. 
As  our  athletic  captain  she  has  a  good  start; 
In  all  forms  of  gym  she  sure  does  her  part. 

Boden,  our  artist,  paints  very  well, 
Talcs  of  her  fame  everyone  -will  soon  tell; 
Her  beautiful  paintings  the  world  ivill  amaze, 
With  pride,  on  her  sketches  ice  all  ivill  soon  gaze. 

Loivther  from  the  "Y"  cabinet  is  so  good, 
Sunday  school  teacher  she  ivill  be; 
I  knoiv  she  ivill  like  it,  she's  one  ivho  ivould 
'Cause  children  all  love  her,  you  see. 

Dickson,  a  singer  ivould  like  to  be 

With  costumes  and  jewelry  fine! 

Tho'  she  made  the  Glee  Club  (and  this  is  the  truth), 

Singing's  not  quite  in  her  line! 

Starks,  our  cheer  leader,  comes  next  in  the  class 
But  everyone  knoivs  what  she'll  be — 
/  can't  understand  ivhy  you  simply  must  ask — 
Why,  thi  best  little  dancer  in  cap-tiv-i-ty. 

To  name  over  each  of  the  classmates, 

I  have  not  time  nor  space; 

'Tis  enough  to  say  that  they  are  'winning  girls 

In  any  sort  of  race. 

Nancy  Dickson 
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Mary  Elizabeth  Bemis 
Enid  Biddle 
Iris  Biddle 
Josephine  Brown 
Merle  Clowney 


Second  Year  Class 

Elinor  Darnell 
Jayne  Field 
Frances  Graybill 
Leola  Hirsch 
Mary  Hopson 

Not    in   picture — Kathleen    McCain. 


Virginia   Hortenstine 
Louise   Husband 
Kitty  Lawrence 
Ella  Gwen  Shaw 
Ann  Wolseley 
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First  Year  Class 

Alice  Allen 

Elizabeth  Graybill 

Mary  Jane  Marsh 

Elizabeth  Breneman 

Verna  Guenard 

Jean  Taylor 

Margaret  Carr 

Annabel  MacLeod 
Flora  Manzanilla 

Not  in  picture — Nancy  Stanton. 

Betty  Wilder 

Page  seventy-six 


Sigma  Psi  Iota 

Officers 

Beth  Kinnebrew President 

Nan  Simpson Vice-President 

Susan  Alice  Taylor Secretary 

Mary   Sue    Simpson Treasurer 

Nellie  Boden Chaplain 

Miss  Ruth  Rothschild Sponsor 
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George  Sturm,  Jr.,  Sigma  Psi  Mascot 
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RAItRARA  MANNINO  LOUISE  MOAREL  ALBERTA  MORTON  CAROLINE  NASH  SARAH  PANZALl  MAX/NT  ELAHE 
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Delta  Alpha  Sigma 

Officers 

Betty  Starr President 

Martha  Bass Vice-President 

"Dor"  Murrey Secretary 

Dorothy  Baldwin Treasurer 

Edna    Mae    Quest Chaplain 

Miss  Chari.ene  Rose Sponsor 
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Y.   W.  C.  A. 

Officers 

Winston  Tutwiler President 

Christine    Johnson Vice-President 

Marion    Ervin Secretary 

Julia   Belle   Yarrington .     .  Treasurer 

Cabinet 

Edna  Mae  Quest  Edith  Benson 

Catherine  Murrey  Helen  Myers 

Dorothy  Lowther  Mills  Waterfill 
Beulah  Price 
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TAMMY  HOWL 


J.  Hardy 
R.  Oliver 
E.  Thompson 
E.  M.  Quest 


TAMMY    HOWL    STAFF 

M.  L.  Lewin 
G.  Cousins 
A.  Trulock 
L.  Stephenson 


E.  Saxford 
M.  Raymond 
V.  Bracv 

Miss  Crighton 
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CLUB 


I>.  Morni 


Officers 

Louise    Milburn President 

Vircinia    Hortenstine Treasurer 


Members 


Agnes  Aspden 
Stella  Bailey 
Mildred  Chase 
Grace  Cousins 
Eleanor  Currey 
Blanche    Connell 
Jean  Davis 
Gilberta  Gilbert 
Marion   Gordon 
Emilie  Gretter 


Elizabeth  Elliott 
Janet  Fuller 
Frances  French 
Ruth  Ringold 
Leona  Wolffs 
Gwendolyn  Jones 
Myrtle  Mae  Jones 
Irene  Karst 
Dorothy'  Kirk 
Emma  Krause 


Catherine  Landrum 
Barbara  Manning 
Sue  McCraney 
Louise  Morrel 
Ruth  Nevers 
Rosebud  Piker 
Frances  Poe 
Bernice  Smith 
Althea  Schwing 
Christine  Johnson 
Eleanor  Wiard 
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SAMOVAR  CLUB 


Miss  Smith 


Sponsors 


Miss  Northrop 


Sara  Ansted 
Martha  Austin 
Augusta  Benners 
Nellie  Boden 
Virginia  Bredehoft 
Virginia  Brown 
Catherine   Bergquist 
Mildred  Bemis 
Virginia  Calvert 
Margaret  Carr 
Eleanor  Carruth 
Eleanor  Curry 
Blanche  Connell 
Josephine  Davis 
Kathleen  Deneschaud 


Members 

Dorothy  Dykes 
Elizabeth  Elliott 
Mary  Frances  Goodrich 
Ruth  Gordon 
Frances  Greaves 
Emily  Gretter 
Vera  Guenard 
Christine    Hadsell 
Laura  Hardy 
Lena  Hoskins 
Frances  Hill 
Frances  Kaucher 
Phylis  Lehman 
Mary  Lou  Lewin 
Cara  Wood  Mixon 


Mildred  Love 
Rosebud  Piker 
Marietta  Reimers 
Helen  Reed 
Olive  Shaw 
Katherine  Sheehy 
Peggy  Shutts 
Carolyn  Stanton 
Elizabeth  Starks 
Betty  Starr 
Mildred  Stephenson 
Allie  Van  Hoozer 
Clifton  Van  Hoozer 
Eleanor  Walker 
Leona  Wolffs 
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PIERRETTE    CLUB 


pV-rr-^l 


n..,K--...c-/-.v 


Virginia  Hortenstine President 

Betty  Starr  .     .     . 


Elizabeth  Starks  . 
Secretary-Treasurer 


I'ice-President 


Anderson,  Norinne 
Austin,  Martha 
Allen,  Laura   Mary 
Booth,  Margaret 
Bass,  Martha 
Bock,   Charlotte 
Barbour,  Louraine 
Benson,   Edith 
Burns,  Helen 
Beatty,  Anna  Louise 
Bickel,  Hildegarde 
Bailey,  Stella 
Chase,  Mildred 
Coleman,  Dorothy 
Connell,  Blanche 
Dillahunty,  Vivian 
Desberger,   Beatrice 
Dunham,  Leonora 
Field,   Jayne 
Fuller,  Janet 
Fogel,  Pauline 
French,  Betty 
Gordon,  Ruth 
Graybill,  Betty 
Greaves,  Frances 
Gretter,  Emilie 
Hardy,  Jane 
Hagman,  Alma 
Hammock,  Elizabeth 
Heiderhoff,  Elizabeth 
Hines,  Margaret 
Hildebrand,  Ellyn 


Johnson,  Helen 
Jones,  Lillian 
Jacobs,    Janet 
Jones,    Myrtle    Mae 
Knoefel,   Ermine 
Kaucher,    Frances 
Kinnebrew,  Beth 
Kirk,  Charlotte 
Kirk,  Dorothy 
Karst,  Irene 
Krause,  Emma 
Landrum,  Catherine 
Lee,  Grace 

Lambert,   Mary   Frances 
Lewin,   Mary  Lou 
Love,  Mildred 
Lawrence,  Kitty 
MacLeod,  Annabel 
Milburn,  Louise 
Markham,    Jewel   Marie 
McCain,  Kathleen 
Myers,  Helen 
Marsh,  Mary  Jane 
Moore,  Emily  Sue 
Mecherle,  Alwillah 
McCraney,  Sue 
Morton,  Wilma 
Mitcham,  Emily 
Morrel,  Louise 
Manzanilla,  Flora 
Norton,  Rosamond 
Nash,  Caroline 


Nevers,  Ruth 
Newell,  Betty 
Oliver,  Ruth 
Pattie,  Mildred 
Peterson,  Mary  Selma 
Piker,  Rosebud 
Porter,  Callie  Mae 
Prigmore,  Pauline 
Price,  Beulah 
Person,  Phyllis 
Pentecost,  Virginia 
Ringold,  Ruth 
Reid,  Helen 
Rahe,  Maxine 
Rhorer,  Helen 
Smith,  Bernice 
Stephenson,  Mildred 
Stephenson,    Cassaline 
Stacy,  Frances 
Sanford,  Estelle 
Sturdivant,  Garnett 
Simpson,  Mary  Sue 
Simpson,  Nan 
Sawyer,  Mary  Bess 
Thigpen,  Margaret 
Thomas,  Virginia 
Thompson,  Mildred 
Van  Hoozer,  Allie 
Walker.    Eleanor 
Wilms,  Virginia 
Wiard,  Eleanor 
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Officers 

Carra  Wood  Mixon President 

Catherine    Murrey Vice-President 

Nancy    Hackworth Secretary 

Helen  Burns Treasurer 


Virginia  Abney 
Helen   Alexander 
Katherine  Alexander 
Norinne  Anderson 
Enid   Biddle 
Iris  Biddle 
Nina  Benson 
Elizabeth  Bryan 
Mary  Louise  Cook 
Merle  Clowney 


Members 

Marion  Dempster 
Leonora  Dunham 
Dorothy  Dykes 
Ruth  Flora 
Virginia  Funsten 
Gilberta  Gilbert 
Julia   Gnatt 
Helen  Hanson 
Margaret  Hines 
Christine   Johnson 
Mary  Lou  Lewin 


Barbara  Manning 
Mildred  Mecherle 
Ruth  Nevers 
Rosamond  Norton 
Mary  Selma  Peterson 
Pauline  Prigmore 
Ruth  Ringold 
Margaret  Shutts 
Lillie  Belle  Sloan 
Rachel  Snyder 
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Coast  Club 

Officers 

Betty   Thomson President 

Harriette  Barber Secretary 

Elizabeth  Heiderhoff  ...  Treasurer 

Mrs.  Lulu  Daniel  Hardy Sponsor 


Members 
Mildred  Allen 
Bernice  Alman 
Louraine  Barbour 
Aucusta  Benners 
Miriam  Claussen 
Martha  Love  Coleman 
Emily  Drapekin 
Dorothy  Dykes 
Margot  Gack 
Dorothy  Gould 
Martha   Guice 
Laura  Hardy 


Edwina  Jones 
Irene  Karst 
Aline  Napier 
Callie  Mae  Porter 
Helen  Rhorer 
Evelyn  Russ 
Josephine  Shaw 
Caroline  Stanton 
Nancy  Stanton 
Susan  Alice  Taylor 
Dorothy  Voigt 
Aline  Wetherbee 
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M.  Ward 

Miss  Cain 

E.  Thompson1 

E.  M.  Quest 

A.  MacLeod 

E.  Benson 

F.  Stacy 

K.  Lawrence 

E.  Carruth 

M.  Shutts 

K.  Sheehy 

E.  M.  Keller 
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Bit  and  Spur  Club 


Margaret  Shutts President 

Kathryn    Sheehy Vice-President 

Julia  Belle  Yarrincton Secretary-Treasurer 

Clara  Bonebreak Sponsor 


Laura  Mary  Allen 
Mariel  Ballard 
Catherine    Bergquist 
Hildegarde  Bickel 
Elizabeth   Bryan 
Mary  Campbell 
Ruth  Campbell 
Mary  Louise  Cook 
Grace  Cousins 
Eleanor  Currey 
Elinor  Darnell 
Beatrice  Desberger 
Marion  Ervin 
Pauline  Fogel 
Marion  Gordon 
Frances  Graybill 
Frances  Greaves 
Lucie   Gutierrez 
Helen  Havens 


Ellyn  Hildebrand 
Virginia   Hortenstine 
Louise  Husband 
Christine  Johnson 
Myrtle  Maye  Jones 
Frances  Kaucher 
Mary  Ellen  Keel 
Kitty  Lawrence 
Dorothy  Lowther 
Annabel  MacLeod 
Barbara   Manning 
Jewel  Marie  Markham 
Louise  Milburn 
Catherine  Mills 
Helen  Myers 
Pauline  Prigmore 
Helen  Reid 
Marietta  Reimers 


Helen  Rezabeck 
Dorothy  Ryall 
Althea  Schwing 
Kathryn  Sheehy 
Ruth  Sherrill 
Margaret  Shutts 
Gladys  Sines 
Rachel  Snyder 
Frances  Stacey 
Eloise  Stout 
Mildred  Thompson 
Allie  Van  Hoozer 
Clifton  Van  Hoozer 
Vera  Vlcek 
Eleanor  Walker 
Eleanor  Wiard 
Betty  Wilder 
Ann  Wolseley 
Julia  Belle  Yarrington 
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Moon  Mad 


I  soared  one  night  to  the  golden  moon, 
In   the  midst   of  the  midnight   blue, 

And  found  that  it  was,  to  my  breathless  delight, 
The   house   of   dreams   come   true. 

And  the  man  in  the  moon  came  down  the  stairs 
And   said,    "I'm   so    glad   you're   here, 

For    there    aren't    many    people    whose    dreams 
come  true 
And  sometimes   I'm   lonely,    my   dear." 

I   might   have  lived   on   forever   and   aye, 
And   never  had   known   all   this 
Had    I    not    flown    to    the    golden    moon 
On   the   gleaming   wings   of  your   kiss. 

— Josephine  Shaw 


Heart  Break 


Now   I    know   we   will   never  begin 
The  dream   where  it   broke  off   in   pain; 

Th  ■   glorious,    flaming   rapture 
Will   never   be    ours   again. 

But    I    know   we   shall   always   be  haunted 
By   the   ghosts   of   love   and   regret, 

For  we  both  are  too  proud  to  forgive, 
And  we   both    are    too    deep    to    forget! 

— Ailene  Napier 


To  The  Fountain 

Lovely  liquid   rainbow 
Ah — your   beauty   rare, 
Like  a   flower   garden 
Filling  twilight   air. 

Your  loveliness  reflected 
In    a   hundred   eyes, 
Lovely   nymphs   of    color 
As  you   fall,    to   rise. 

Now   the   red   of   bleeding   hearts, 
And   now   the  blue   of   eyes, 
Now  the  green  of  ocean  waves, 
Now    gold   of    sunset   skies. 

Orchid,    green,    and   yellow 
Mauve,    cerise,   and   blue — 
Beauty — thrilling  lovers, 
Inspiring   them   to  woo! 

Oh,    to   plunge   into   your   depth 
Midst    the  changing   hue. 
Just  to    forget   all    other   things 
But   mauve,   cerise,   and   blue. 

— Louise    Milburn 


The  Night  Wind 

The  wind   in   the  trees   at   day-break 
And    the    same    wind   blowing    at    noon, 
Grows    gentler,    and    more    caressing 
When  stirring   leaves   'neath   the   moon. 
The   Moon,    a   silver   crescent, 
Aloft    in    star   studded   skies, 
Calms   the   noisy   wind   to    stillness, 
Makes    the    night    wind    one   of   sighs. 

— Winston    Tutwiler 

Enchantment 

The    moon 

Has   a   sail 

That    is    slender    and    white. 

She  slips 

Between    stars, 

Shining  buoys    of   the   night. 

The   moon 

Has   a   grief 

For   the   world   is   not   bright. 

She    drops 

Glistening    tears 

Hoping  they  will   bring  light. 

The    moon 

Has    a    joy 

For    there's    something    that    shines 

From  the  world. 

It's   a   love 

That    will    last   for   all   times. 

— Marion  Ervin 

The  Dagger  On  My  Desk 

Upon    my    desk   a    shim'ring    dagger 

Plays  villainous   parts; 
It   makes   a   delightful    pastime 

Of   stabbing   noble   hearts. 

In  silent  night   it   lies  awake 

To   create  the   wicked   fun 
Of   slicing    brilliant    moonbeams 

As   they  glide  by,    one   by  one. 

The   edges   of   my   rarest    books 
Will    be   rough    through    the   ages 

Because   the   dagger's  bloody   blade 
Has   severed   once    united   pages. 

When   letters   on   my    desk    are   layed 

It  has  the   nerve  to   tear 
The   envelopes  apart   and   so 

Expose  the  contents  there. 

I'm  glad   that    I    do   not    delight 

In   causing  what   is  crime. 
And  yet,   I  guess  I  am  to  blame — 

I   held   the   blade   each   time. 

— May   Richter 
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Most  Attractive:    &ETTY  STARR 
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Best  Sport:    <$DITH  BENSON 


Most  talented:   HELEN  MYERS 


Cutest:  VIRGINIA  HORTENSTINE 


Most  Intellectual:   U^AN  SIMPSON 


Most  Original:  JANE  HARDY 


Most  'Popular:    KATHRYN  SHEEHY 


Epical  Qulf-Tark  Qirl:   "DOT  MURREY 


Most  Jthletic:    MEREDITH  WARD 


CARIBBEAN*    CRUISE 
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Gulf  Chanteys 


Still  On  The  Ocean  Blue 

Johnny  was  a  sailor  lad; 

He  sailed  the  acean  blue. 
He  had  a  girl  in  every  port, 

And  ports  there  were  not  few. 

Noiv  he  was  tired  of  sailor  life — 

He'd  sailed  the  ocean  blue 
For  twelve  long  years,  and  that  is  why 

A   rest  to   him  was  due. 

"I'll  marry  one  of  my  pretty  maids 

And  leave  the  ocean  blue." 
"Which  one  will  be  the  lucky  girl?" 

Was  asked  him  by  the  crew. 

Poor  Johnny  thought  for  weeks  and  weeks, 

Still  sailing  the  ocean  blue, 
This  problem   he  could   not  decide; 

He  knew  not  what  to  do. 

And  so  he  still  is  on  the  ship, 

Still  on  the  ocean  blue. 
Instead  of  one  sweet  lassy  noiv 

In  every  port  ther're  two. 

Dorothy  Moore 


Ballad  of  the  Glassy  Sea 

A  pirate  stern  of  olden  days 

Did  sail  the  deep  blue  sea, 
And  saw  a  gipsy  maid  one  moon 

Who  walking  chanced  to  be. 

He  sallied  forth  and  bent  down  low 
Before  the  dark-eyed  queen; 

He  told  her  how  he  sailed  his  boat 
And  cleft  the  waves  so  keen. 

Her  eyes  did  glow,  her  teeth  did  shine, 

As  to  his  tale  she  harked — 
He  told  her  of  his  travels  long 

And  how  the  sea  dogs  barked. 

The  maid  enchanted  was  at  this 

And  longed  to  sail  the  sea; 
So  they  were  married  one  bright  day 

And  started  out  with  glee. 

But  one  huge  wave  foretold  the  end 
As  it  rolled  and  pitched  the  bark — 

For  overboard  the  girl  did  fall 
Into  the  mouth   of  a  shark. 


The  Bessy  Best 

The  Bessy  Best  was  a  beautiful  boat, 

With  sails  that  of  silver  shone. 
None  of  the  fleet  were  so  swift  as  she 

Sailing  out  to  the  twelve  mile  zone. 

The  night  was  one  of  calmness, 

The  water  lay  as  glass, 
When,  silently  gliding  and  slipping, 

She  sailed  out  of  the  pass. 

The  Coast  Guard  Chief  had  sworn  an  oath, 

A  merry  oath  swore  he, 
That  if  this  night  she  escaped  him 

He'd  much  crestfallen  be. 

In  the  still  darkness  of  the  night 

Safely  she  loaded  her  car-go; 
Once  more  she  started  on  her  way 

When  a  shot  sang  across  the  bow. 

"Heave  to,"  the  Coach  Guard  Chieftain  cried. 

He  then  turned  the  searchlight's  gleam 
Full  on  the  Bessy  Best,  as  she  lay 

Revealed  in  the  searchlight's  beam. 

And  this  is  the  story  of  how 

The  proud  Bessy  Best  met  defeat, 

Since  a   certain   Coast   Guard  cutter 
Was  better  than  the  best  of  the  fleet. 

Mariel  Ballard 


The  pirate  wept  and  stormed;  then  dove 

Ne'ermore  to  rise  again — 
For  he  did  sink  and  turned  the  sea 

To  glass  of  livid  stain. 

Emma   Krause 


Johnnie's  Fair  Lass 

Said  Johnnie,  "I  think  I'll  take  me  a  wife- 

A  girl  who's  good  and  true. 
I'll  get  me  one  with  temper  good; 

She  cannot  be  a  shrew." 

So  Johnnie  then  began  his  search — 

He  hunted  near  and  far. 
He  wanted  one  with  golden  hair 

And  eyes  just  like  a  star. 

He  wanted  one  with  nose  quite  pert 

And  cute  round  rosy  cheeks. 
To  find  such  a  girl  ivas  a  great  task; 

He  searched  for  weeks  and  weeks. 

But  hark!    One  day  lie  saw  a  lass 
Who  did  these  standards  meet. 

Alas!    Alack!    What  woe  for  him — 
She  had  two  great  big  feet. 

Ruth  A.  Nevers 
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The  Discovery  of  Taffy  Apples" 


ESIDE  the  calm  and  slowly  running  Molasses  River,  and  high  up  in 
the  Rock  Candy  Mountains  of  the  Kingdom  of  Confectionaria,  nestled 
a  famous  little  village  called  Candyville.  Its  streets  were  paved  with 
asphalt  of  licorice,  and  the  houses  were  constructed  after  a  model  of  the 
famous  sugar  house  in  "Hans  and  Gretchen."  The  grass  that  grew  there  was  flavored 
with  mint,  and  the  trees  bore  the  finest  and  rarest  fruits  in  the  world.  The  climate 
in  the  high,  crow's-nest  altitude  was  probably  the  most  remarkable  feature  of  the  un- 
usualness  of  the  place,  for  it  was  favorable  to  plants  most  often  associated  with  far  of! 
tropical  Madagascar  as  well  as  those  from  the  frozen  north  land  countries  like 
Labrador.  The  village  was  immaculately  clean ;  the  only  resemblance  to  dust  was  an 
occasional  sugar  grain  or  cookie  crumb. 

All  the  inhabitants  seemed  serenely  contented.  But  forgive  me  if  I  convey  false 
impressions!  Their  peace  of  mind  did  not  arise  from  inactivity.  Ah,  no!  These 
villagers  were  too  experienced  to  subscribe  to  a  doctrine  of  laziness;  they  knew  that 
contentment  lies  in  busy  lives.  Accordingly,  they  had  erected  huge  candy  factories  in 
the  village,  and  they  attended  with  alacrity  and  enthusiasm  to  the  art  of  candy 
manufacture.  It  was  this  candy  business  that  made  them  famous.  They  exported 
hundreds  of  tons  of  confectionery  to  all  parts  of  the  world,  jelly-beans  to  Boston, 
sugared  persimmons  to  Tokio,  Martzipan  to  Berlin,  bon-bons  to  Paris,  and  chocolate 
dipped  nuts  to  various  cities  in  Brazil.  Their  business  thrived  and  flourished  because 
the  raw  materials  necessary  to  their  industries  grew  in  their  back  yards. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  Confectionaria  was  studded  with  various  thriving  and 
modern  villages,  it  was  backward  in  respect  to  government,  for  it  still  had  a  monarch, 
a  certain  King  Taffy.  This  illustrious  ruler  had  come  into  his  inheritance  by  a 
worthy  ancestor  who  had  gained  his  office  by  the  startling  discoveries  of  taffy.  In 
appreciation  of  his  contribution  to  their  art,  the  people  had  crowned  him  and  his 
descendants,  "Kings  of  Confectionaria."  The  present  King  Taffy  was  a  despotic 
sort  of  person  with  a  stubborn  will,  and  he  had  the  sweet  tooth  so  characteristic  of 
his  line.  His  constant  demand  for  new  types  of  candies  kept  the  Candyville  inhabitants 
perpetually  engaged  in  compounding  new  ingredients  in  preparing  different  kinds  of 
confections  for  His  Royal  Highness.  One  day  when  the  King  was  in  an  unusually 
bad  temper  and  was  storming  around  the  Royal  Castle  about  his  ignorant  subjects,  he 
cried  : 

"What,  what!  Isn't  there  a  knave  in  these  parts  who  can  think  of  a  different 
candy?  My  tooth  aches  for  something  unlike  these  preposterous  pecan  rolls  and 
sticky  gum-drops!  This  silly  cotton-candy  evaporates  before  I  can  taste  it,  and  the 
divinity  fudge  is  too  much  given  to  melting  in  one's  very  mouth.  I  want  something 
more  substantial,  more  worthy  of  the  king's  taste!" 
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The  King's  attendants  quaked  under  this  thunderous  outburst,  and  a  courier  ran 
to  the  village  to  inform  the  concoction  specialists  to  prepare  a  new  sweet  and  save  the 
heads  of  a  hundred  subjects. 

When  the  people  heard  of  the  King's  wrath,  they  gathered  outside  of  the  doors 
of  the  concoctors'  office  building  and  waited  to  hear  if  some  new  formula  could  not 
be  thought  of.  i  , 

"Surely,"  said  one  grey-haired  eld  villager,  "surely  with  the  many  fruits  and  veg- 
etables growing  in  our  country  they  should  be  able  to  formulate  some  new  con- 
coction !  We  have  every  natural  sweet  in  the  world  within  our  very  kingdom.  Cannot 
something  be  done  to  save  these  poor  valiant  subjects?" 

Within  the  office  of  the  concoctors  sat  three  weary,  tired,  and  defeated  looking 
men,  and  one  apparently  unconcerned  and  untroubled  individual.  The  three  men 
looked  at  each  other,  and  one  of  them  finally  spoke: 

"Friends,"  said  he,  "we  are  doomed.  I  can  see  absolutely  no  way  out  of  this 
situation."  ,  I 

"We  have  tried  every  possible  combination, "  said  another.    "My  brains  are  weary." 

"We  three  have  done  our  duties,"  added  the  third,  "but  how  about  you,  Bill  ? 
Can't  you  think  of  some  new  formula?  We  three  have  hitherto  been  the  ones  to 
arise  to  such  an  occasion,  and  new  it  is  your  turn." 

"Yes,  think  up  some  new  thing,  Bill,"  cried  the  three  perturbed  men  to  the  un- 
corcerred  one.  "His  Royal  Highness  will  behead  all  four  of  us  if  we  don't  feed 
him  a  new  candy  and  do  it  in  a  hurry!" 

Bill,  the  unconcerned  one,  was  a  lumbering,  big-boned  fellow  of  perhaps  thirty- 
five  years.  His  lanky  body  was  sprawled  out  over  two  chairs,  his  legs  and  feet  were 
hanging  over  the  back  of  one  which  had  been  shoved  next  to  the  too  tiny  stool  which 
actually  supported  the  weight  of  most  of  his  body.  Bill  was  brawny,  and  his  tan 
skin  resembled  weathered  parchment.  His  red  hair  was  disheveled,  and  his  hands  were 
big,  but  he  was  attractive  in  spite  of  these  homely  featur~s.  There  was  something  of 
the  out-doors  in  Bill,  and  the  seeming  unconcern  with  which  he  regarded  this  critical 
situation,  and  which  would  have  marked  another  man  as  being  a  bore,  was  wholly 
acceptable  in  him.  People  often  wondered  how  one  so  given  over  to  out-door  activities 
could  ever  have  become  a  concoctor,  but  Bill  was  that,  and  although  his  colleagues  were 
probably  better  ones  than  he,  Bill  was  considered  a  specialist. 

"Well,"  he  began,  "I  don't  'spose  there  is  anything  left  for  us  to  do  but  to  go  to  the 
big  boy  and  tell  him  we  are  out  of  ideas,  and  that  it  is  his  turn  to  think  of  one  now." 

The  three  other  specialists  put  their  hands  to  their  heads  and  shrank  into  their 
respective  chairs. 

"Ye  gods!"  cried  one. 

"My  family,"  exclaimed  the  second. 

"Our  necks,"  exploded  the  third. 

Bill   looked   surprised   and   substituted   the   impulse  to   talk  by  opening  the   door 
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to  some  nervy  rogue  who  had  been  pounding  for  three  consecutive  minutes  and  was 
now  crying: 

"In  the  name  of  the  King  and  all  that  is  sacred,  open  this  door!  Step  aside 
fellow — " 

The  concoctors  were  gaping. 

"To  your  feet,  men!     Everyone  of  you  is  wanted  at  the  Royal  Palace." 

The  King's  commands  were  brief.  The  four  concoctors  were  thrown  into  prison 
until  a  given  date  when  they  would  be  called  upon  to  atone  for  their  ignorance. 

On  th.2  appointed  day,  the  King  summoned  all  the  people  in  Candyville  to  the 
Royal  Stadium.  Flags  and  banners  were  flying  from  the  grandstand,  and  bulletins 
and  heralds  proclaimed  a  national  holiday.  This  was  to  be  a  gala  performance.  The 
King  had  his  jewel  studded  throne  placed  in  the  grandstand,  and  at  a  short  distance 
from  that  valuable  piece  of  furniture  stood  the  proverbial  taffy  kettle  of  the  Great 
King  Taffy  who  had  discovered  the  famous  taffy  confectionery.  It  was  filled  with 
the  sticky  stuff  today  as  it  always  was  upon  special  occasions  of  state  or  of  frivolity. 
Everyone  was  excited  and  was  wondering  what  His  Royal  Highness  had  up  his  Royal 
Sleeve. 

"Call  in  the  prisoners,"  announced  the  King. 

The  four  concoctors  entered  the  stadium  in  single  file,  marched  before  the  throne, 
and  knelt  before  His  Royal  Highness. 

"Confectioners,"  said  the  King,  "you  have  been  most  inefficient  in  your  offices.  It 
does  not  become  a  worthy  descendant  of  the  Great  King  Taffy  to  have  such  worth- 
less subjects  as  you.  I  have,  accordingly,  decided  upon  a  punishment  for  each  of  you 
that  will  also  benefit  us  by  way  of  entertainment,  for,  since  I  cannot  derive  pleasure 
from  eating.  I  must  make  merry  in  another  way.     Bill  Tell,  you  are  my  first  victim 

The  three  concerned  men  looked  to  Bill  who  was  as  calm  as  usual. 

"You,"  said  the  King  to  Bill,  "are  to  shoot  an  apple  from  your  son's  head  with 
this  bow  and  arrow."  At  this  point  King  Taffy  produced  the  necessary  equipment 
and  handed  it  to  Bill.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  the  tanned,  seemingly  unconcerned 
Bill  paled!  He  accepted  the  bow  and  arrow  and  followed  a  guard  to  a  destined  spot. 
His  little  six-year-old  son  stood  forty  paces  away  from  Bill  and  near  the  taffy  kettle. 
The  King  placed  an  apple  on  the  boy's  head  and  stepped  aside. 

"Poor  Bill,"  muttered  the  first  conccctor. 

"Poor  boy,"  supplemnted  the  second  one. 

"Poor  us,"  added  the  third  as  he  wondered  what  was  in  store  for  him. 

The  King's  subjects  grew  pale  with  apprehension.  The  moment  was  terrible,  but 
Bill  did  not  flinch.  He  looked  pitiful  there;  a  big  clumsy  man  shooting  an  apple  from 
a  tiny  boy's  head.     Bill  took  careful  aim,  and  then  let  the  arrow  fly. 

All  was  silence  for  a  moment.  People  were  almost  too  frightened  to  see  the  out- 
come. Then,  with  shouts  of  joy  they  saw  the  arrow  strike  the  apple  and  carry  it  away. 
Bill  had  hit  his  mark,  and  now  had  his  son  in  his  arms. 
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As  soon  as  this  demonstration  was  over,  the  first  concoctor  was  heard  to  say, 
"We're  next." 

The  King  was  amazed !  He  was  too  dumfounded  to  speak.  With  surprise  and 
indignation  he  dropped  his  hand  into  the  large  kettle  for  some  taffy — or  no,  what  was 
it  that  he  was  eating?  He  suddenly  held  up  Bill  Tell's  apple  covered  with  Taffy. 
His  Royal  Highness  liked  the  taste  of  it,  and  almost  unconsciously  took  another  bite. 
It  was  delicious!  Running  out  in  front  of  the  people  he  proclaimed  the  amazing  dis- 
covery. 

"It  is  delicious,"  cried  the  King.     "It  is  wonderful!" 

Bill  Tell's  fame  was  established  with  the  speed  of  an  arrow. 

Before  very  long,  it  became  necessary  for  His  Royal  Highness  to  establish  Bill 
and  the  three  concoctors  in  the  taffy-apple  business,  for  already  many  of  the  inhabitants 
of  Candyville  had  reduced  the  kingdom's  population  by  trying  to  shoot  apples  from  their 
sons'  heads  into  taffy  kettles. 

Thus  the  apple,  the  once  forbidden  fruit  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  made  its  startling 
re-appearance,  this  time  not  as  the  thing  which  lost  Adam  and  Eve  the  promised 
paradise,  but  as  a  wholesome  confection  with  the  added  value  of  having  been  dipped 
in  taffy. 

1  May  Richter 
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The  Maid  and  the  Sheik 

T 'he  sheik  sits  in  his  battered  Ford, 

His  hart  ful  of  despaire. 
"Please  send  someone,  this  tiling  to  starte," 

Is  what  he  says  in  prayer. 

His   hands   he   wrings   in   anguish  wild. 

A   tear,  it  wets  his  ee; 
For  he  is  but  a  drug-store  sheik, 

And  helpless  where  he  bee. 

Up  stepps  a  maid  with  hair  of  red 
And  shoulders  wide  and  braid. 

At  sight  of  her,  the  poor  lad's  feirs 
Oh,  they  begin  to  fade. 

With   hand  of  brown,  the   crank   she   takes 

And  turns  it  times  but  ane. 
With   many  a  shiver  and  a  shake, 

The   engine   has   begane. 

Though   she   in   haste   does   jump   aside, 

She  is  a   bit  too  late. 
Her  life  to  ende  at  just  this  time, 

It  is  decreed  by  fate. 

She  is  in  stature  truly  wight, 

The  Ford  is  undersized; 
Yet  by  this  tiny  juggernaut, 

The   maid   is   pulverized. 

Virginia  Lundy 

The  Ballad  of  the  Foolish 
Teacher 

The  students  wished  a  holiday, 

And  to  the  teacher  said: 
"You  look  so  very  pale  and  sick — 

You  should  go  home  to  bed!" 

The  teacher  cried,  "Do  I  look  sick?" 
Oh,  dear,  I  know  I'm   dying!" 

And  straightway  home  to  bed  he  went, 
All  the  way  a-sighing. 

When   on  the  following    morn   they  found 

The  teacher  still  away, 
They  looked  around  at  one  another. 

With  something  like  dismay. 

Then   straightway  to  his   house  they  went 

And  found  him  still  in   bed. 
He  seemed  so  very  limp  and  white. 

They  thought  that  he  was  dead. 

And  so  with  one  accord  they  cried: 

"Teaclier,  what  is  wrong? 
IVe've  never  seen  you  look  so  well — 

So  hearty,  or  so  strong!" 


That  foolish  teacher  then  felt  well, 

And  sat  right  up  in  bed. 
"If  you  think  I  don't  look  sick, 

I'll  go  to  school!"  he  said. 

Agnes    Aspden 

A  Dream 

Children  and  flowers  form  a  dream 

Which  I  made  up  one  day. 
I  was  stretched  out  beside  a  stream; 

Along  its  banks  I  lay. 

The  flowers  seemed  to  t  II  a  tale 

Of  wondrous  folk  and  times; 
Of  people  small  and  light  of  foot 

Who   danced  around  a  sign. 

L'pon  this  sign  was  writ  in  green 

Some  words  I  could  not  read. 
They  seemed  to  read  it  with  much  care, 

Likewise   its  warning   heed. 

An  oldish  man  with  a  cloak  of  brown 

I  then   addressed  with   care. 
"What  says  the  sign  all  writ  in  green?" 

He  said,  "That  sign  off  there?" 

It  says,  "All  dance  who  would  keep  young" 

And  then  I  knew  forsooth — 
The  reason  why  some   children   dance. 

Is   to   keep  for  aye   their  youth. 

The  p  -ople  who  seem  all  grown  up 

Are  those  who  walk  along 
And  never  laugh,  or  romp  or  dance 

Or  ever  hum   a  song. 

Marion   Gordon 

To  An  Assignment  in  English 

Oh,  Muse,  come  hither,  whisper  in  my  ear, 
Come  closer,  for  I  fain  would  hear  thy  voice 
My  ord.rs  I've  received;  I  have  no  choice. 
A   sonnet  I   must  wri.e;  so   make   it   clear 
Just  how  I  must   begin   it — that's  a  dear. 
I  cannot  concentrate  with  all  t/iis  noise, 
A    plague    upon    these    boisterous    girls,    tom- 
boys! 
I'll  never  get  it  done  I  sadly  fear. 
Now  I  begin  to  get  you,  gentle  Muse: 
I  must  an  "octave"  smoothly  first  indite, 
And  then,  unless  my  mind  meanwhile  I  lose, 
A   "sestet"  is  the  thing  I  next  must  write. 
And  now  that  I  am  through,  depend  upon  it, 
I  ne'er  will  try  to  write  another  sonnet. 

Eleanor   Wiard 
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As  soon  as  this  demonstration  was  over,  the  first  concoctor  was  heard  to  say, 
"We're  next." 

The  King  was  amazed !  He  was  too  dumfounded  to  speak.  With  surprise  and 
indignation  he  dropped  his  hand  into  the  large  kettle  for  some  taffy — or  no,  what  was 
it  that  he  was  eating?  He  suddenly  held  up  Bill  Tell's  apple  covered  with  Taffy. 
His  Royal  Highness  liked  the  taste  of  it,  and  almost  unconsciously  took  another  bite. 
It  was  delicious!  Running  out  in  front  of  the  people  he  proclaimed  the  amazing  dis- 
covery. 

"It  is  delicious,"  cried  the  King.     "It  is  wonderful!" 

Bill  Tell's  fame  was  established  with  the  speed  of  an  arrow. 

Before  very  long,  it  became  necessary  for  His  Royal  Highness  to  establish  Bill 
and  the  three  concoctors  in  the  taffy-apple  business,  for  already  many  of  the  inhabitants 
of  Candyville  had  reduced  the  kingdom's  population  by  trying  to  shoot  apples  from  their 
sons'  heads  into  taffy  kettles. 

Thus  the  apple,  the  once  forbidden  fruit  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  made  its  startling 
re-appearance,  this  time  not  as  the  thing  which  lost  Adam  and  Eve  the  promised 
paradise,  but  as  a  wholesome  confection  with  the  added  value  of  having  been  dipped 
in  taffy. 

May  Richter 
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The   Maid  and  the  Sheik 

The  sheik  sits  in  his  battered  Ford, 

His  hart  ful  of  despair e. 
"Please  send  someone,  this  thing  to  starte," 

Is  •what  he  says  in  prayer. 

His   hands   he   •wrings   in   anguish  •wild. 

A   tear,  it  <wets  his  ee; 
For  he  is  but  a  drug-store  sheik, 

And  helpless  •where  he  bee. 

Up  stepps  a   maid  •with  hair  of  red 
And  shoulders  •wide  and  braid. 

At  sight  of  her,  the  poor  lad's  feirs 
Oh,  they  begin  to  fade. 

With   hand  of  brown,  the   crank  she  takes 

And  turns  it  times  but  ane. 
With   many  a  shiver  and  a  shake, 

The  engine  has  begane. 

Though   she   in   haste   does   jump   aside, 

She  is  a  bit  too  late. 
Her  life  to  ende  at  just  this  time, 

It  is  decreed  by  fate. 

She  is  in  stature  truly  •wight, 

The  Ford  is  undersized; 
Yet  by  this  tiny  juggernaut, 

The    maid   is  pulverized. 

Virginia  Lundy 

The  Ballad  of  the  Foolish 
Teacher 

The  students  •wished  a  holiday, 

And  to  the  teacher  said: 
"You  look  so  very  pale  and  sick — 

You  should  go  home  to  bed!" 

The  teacher  cried,  "Do  I  look  sick?" 
Oh,  dear,  I  know  I'm  dying/" 

And  straightway  home  to  bed  he  •went, 
All  the  <way  a-sighing. 

When   on  the  following   morn   they  found 

The  teacher  still  a<way, 
They  looked  around  at  one  another, 

tf'ith  something  like  dismay. 

Then   straightway   to  his   house  they  went 

And  found  him  still  in  bed. 
He  seemed  so  very  limp  and  •white, 

They  thought  that  he  was  dead. 

And  so  with  one  accord  they  cried: 

"Teacher,  what  is  wrong? 
We've  never  seen  you  look  so  •well — 

So  hearty,  or  so  strong!" 


That  foolish  teacher  then  felt  well, 

And  sat  right  up  in  bed. 
"If  you  think  I  don't  look  sick, 

I'll  go  to  school!"  he  said. 

Acnes    Aspden 

A  Dream 

Children  and  flowers  form  a  dream 

Whit  h  I  made  up  one  day. 
I  was  stretched  out  beside  a  stream; 

Along  its  banks  I  lay. 

The  flowers  seemed  to  t  II  a  tale 

Of  wondrous  folk  and  times; 
Of  people  small  and  light  of  foot 

Who   danced   around  a  sign. 

Upon  this  sign  was  writ  in  green 

Some  words  I  could  not  read. 
They  seemed  to  read  it  with  much  care, 

Likewise   its  warning   heed. 

.In  oldish  man  with  a  cloak  of  brown 

I  then   addressed  with   care. 
"What  says  the  sign  all  •writ  in  green?" 

He  said,  "That  sign  off  there?" 

It  says,  "All  dance  who  •would  keep  young" 

And  then  I  knew  forsooth — 
The  reason  why  some   children  dance, 

Is   to   keep  for  aye  their  youth. 

The  p  -ople  •who  seem  all  grown  up 

Are  those  who  walk  along 
And  never  laugh,  or  romp  or  dance 

Or  ever  hum   a  song. 

Marion   Gordon 

To  An  Assignment  in  English 

Oh,  Muse,  come  hither,  whisper  in  my  ear, 
Come  closer,  for  I  fain  would  hear  thy  voice 
My  ord.'rs  I've  received;  I  have  no  choice. 
A   sonnet  I   must  wri.e;  so   make   it   clear 
Just   how  I   must   begin   it — that's  a   dear. 
I  cannot  concentrate  with  all  t/iis  noise, 
A    plague    upon    these    boisterous    girls,    tom- 
boys! 
Til  never  get  it  done  I  sadly  fear. 
Now  I  begin  to  get  you,  gentle  Muse: 
I  must  an  "octave"  smoothly  first  indite, 
And  then,  unless  my  mind  meanwhile  I  lose, 
A   "sestet"  is  the  thing  I  next  must  write. 
And  now  that  I  am  through,  depend  upon  it, 
I  ne'er  will  try  to  write  another  sonnet. 

Eleanor   Wiard 
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OUIE-VI-A-A--A-A-LL-E — Baxtah  An'noo — ."  Chug,  chug,  chug — 
screech  of  applied  brakes. — Dicky  Prue  raised  startled  eyes  from  her  occu- 
pation of  decorating  the  fly  leaf  of  Duffet's  French  Method  with  hand- 
some similar  profiles  of  the  sort  she  would  like  to  have  possessed.  The 
man  across  the  aisle  beamed  unctuously  at  her  rounded  eyes,  o-ed  mouth. 
"Stop,  'sprise  you?"  he  inquired.  He  had  been  dying  to  inquire  something  ever  since 
they  had  both  boarded  the  train  at  Cincinnati;  only  Dicky  Prue  wasn't  the  sort  of  girl 
who  drops  handkerchiefs  conveniently. 

No-o-o,  she  wasn't  surprised  exactly;  it  was  just  that  mention  of  Louisville  always 
recalled  to  her  the  only  person  she  happened  to  know  from  there,  and  when  "the  only 
person"  happens  to  be  a  sandy-haired  young  man  with  whom  one  used  to  promenade 
the  decks  of  the  S.  S.  Isle  de  France  last  summer,  one  is  apt  to  feel  a  little  quickened 
throb  and  the  unwelcome  return  of  an  old  wish.  "Oh  gee,  Mr.  Gibson,  could  you 
chance  to  be  traveling  somewhere?"  murmured  Dicky  Prue  miserably,  and  zipped  up 
the  shade  to  watch  passengers  get  on.  But  the  only  newcomers  to  the  train  were 
some  heavy  looking  crates  and  a  Pekinese  pup  in  a  labeled  cage,  though  a  whole  tribe 
of  people  stomped  through  the  coach  to  disembark  the  stout,  sweet  woman  who 
had  talked  with  her  in  the  diner.  "Good-bye  dearie,"  she  flashed  over  her  furry 
shoulder,  "Havanice  trip,  and  don't  forget  to  send  y'mother  that  tel'gram!"  "Tha — " 
began  Dicky  Prue,  but  the  fat  fur  coat  had  vanished  through  the  door.  "Gee,  she 
certainly  was  swell  to  me,"  decided  dearie,  pulling  down  her  skirt.  "Must  be 
obvious  that  I'm  not  accustomed  to  traveling  alone — passengers  all  watch  me."  Turning 
her  head,  she  followed  with  her  eyes  two  small  pilgrims  vainly  trying  to  march 
erect,  in  their  grey  uniforms,  to  the  diner.  "Bet  they're  from  Gulf  Coast  Military!" 
grinned  Dicky  Prue.  She  was  returning  to  Sophie  Newcomb  after  two  weeks  of 
Christmas  riot  herself. 

She  had  from  Baxter  Avenue  to  the  main  Louisville  depot  to  reminisce  about  Mr. 
Gibson.  Tall  Mr.  Gibson,  with  his  quizzical  blue  eyes  framed  in  steel  rimmed 
glasses  which  left  a  white  ridge  over  his  sunburned  nose!  His  hair,  thinning  over  the 
temples,  smelled  of  Vitalis.  He'd  been  one  of  the  most  attractive  men  on  the  boat ; 
good  dancer,  good  drinker  (how  nonchalantly  he'd  ordered  unpronounceable  sauternes 
from  an  obsequious  head-waiter ! )  and  good  mixer,  generally  twinkling  with  sly  en- 
joyment of  the  other  passengers'  weaknesses.  Flattered  ?  Well  rather,  at  his  paying 
attention  to  her,  a  mere  seventeen  to  his  twenty-eight!  "Some  day,  somewhere,  we'll 
meet  again — "  she  hummed.  Perhaps  he'd  have  fallen  in  love  with  me  if, — oh,  here's 
Louisville ! 

Mingled  smoke  and  sunshine  sifted  over  the  sleety  tracks.  Hotel  and  factory 
chimneys  made  geometry  of  the  cloudless  sky  line.  Red  caps  twisted  between  transient 
traffic  towing  their  teetering  luggage.  Station  sounds — tat-tat  of  feet — shouted  fare- 
wells. "The  Heterogeneous  masses  of  humanity  wended  their  way — "  phrased  Dicky 
Prue,  vibrating  inwardly  to  life,  as  she  invariably  did.  "Mr.  Gibson,  Mr.  Gibson," 
buzzed  her  silly  brain.     What  if  she  should  glance  up  to  find  him  bending  above  her, 
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smiling — shut  up,  idiot,  imagining  impossibilities  again!  Nothing  is  impossible,  chanted 
that  malicious  mind  of  hers — anything  can  happen  anytime — "Someday,  somewhere, 
we'll — "  bother  that  song — -but  wouldn't  it  be  romantic?  "Why  hello,  little  one  mine," 
he'd  say.  What  would  she  answer?  Nothing  banal — some  one  remark  with  pregnant 
meaning,  like  a  sentence  by  Michael  Arlen.  A  caterpillar  of  maroon  freight  trains 
crawled  by  exposing  the  American  Express  Company  in  the  act  of  powdering  its  nose 
with  cinders.  Damning  herself  for  that  inane  hope  which  fairly  begged  for  disappoint- 
ment, Dicky  Prue  submitted  her  nose  to  treatment  with  a  creamy  puff,  and  reprinted  her 
tremulous  lips.  One  would  gaze  at  him  subtly — Oh,  why  dream  dreams?  Af  if 
there  were  any  conceivable  reason  why  Mr.  Charles  Gibson  should  choose  this 
particular  day  and  hour  to  journey  southward!  "And  anyhow,  I  don't  look  one  bit 
subtle — just  plain  Irish!"  Dicky  Prue  lamented  wanly  at  her  reflection. 

"Well,  now,  if  that's  really  the  case,"  the  tall  man  with  massive  shoulders  com- 
plimented with  twitching  lips,  "give  me  the  Irish!" 

"Why — what,  when  did  he  get  on?  I  must  have  spoken  out  loud,"  Dicky  Prue 
Muttered  mentally. 

"Gee,  sir,  I  didn't  know  I  said  that!     I-I  mean  I  was  just  saying  it  to  myself!" 

The  man  who  just  got  on  chuckled  at  the  candid  horror  in  the  wide  brown  eyes 
opposite  him. 

"You  must  have  been  quite  absorbed  in  subtlety,"  he  remarked.  "Now,  tell  me; 
just  why  should  a  young  ah — lady  want  to  ah — acquire  a  subtle  stare — a  la  Greta 
Garbo?" 

"Well,  you  see,"  explained  the  young  lady  with  her  most  engaging  smile,  "I  was 
merely  thinking  of  the  impression  I  should  like  to  have  made  had  a  certain  young 
man  boarded  the  Pan-American  at  the  precise  moment  you  did.  Are  you  in  the 
upper?"      (This  must  sound  peculiar.) 

"Ah  hah!  Enter  the  hero!  So — there  was  an — ah  young  man  who  should  have 
made  my  entrance — should,  possibly,  have  occupied  the  seat  which  I  am  to  occupy. 
And  you,  poor  child,  must-er — now  content  yourself  with  an  old  villain  whose  only 
claim  to  being  allied  with  youth  is  in — ah — having  a  daughter.     I  have  the  upper." 

Dicky  Prue  gargled  delightedly.  This  guy  was  swell.  He  spoke  as  she  did,  in 
carefully  worded  sentences,  and  he  "ah-er'd"  so  sweetly.  What  a  fascinating  air  of 
raillerie  he  owned — satirical,  amusedly  tragic!  Worldly,  his  mouth,  and  his  eyes  told  a 
person  he  was  interested,  admiring,  a  born  flirt.  Like  lightning  Dicky  Prue  categoried 
this  old  fellow  among  the  type  of  men  that  liked  her. 

"Yes,  ah,  yes,"  she  adopted  his  tone,  mimicked  precociously  his  cynical  gestures, 
'You  shall  have  to  substitute,  sir,  for  a  veritable  hero — a  sandy-haired  Scotch-Irish- 
man, met  on  deck  in  mid-ocean,  perhaps  never  to  be  encountered  again.  Dear  Mr. 
Gibson!"  (There  now  I  shouldn't  have  mentioned  names.  Oh  well, — wish  I  could 
forget  that  Someday,  Somewhere  song.) 

The  man  who  just  got  on,  ruffled  the  pages  of  the  Louisville  Times,  but  he  did  not 
open  it.  "Here's  a  comestible  little  tidbit  of  humanity  and  prettiness — and  wit," 
he  thought,  and  realized  perfectly  well  that  the  tidbit  divined  his  cogitations.  She 
couldn't,  of  course,  have  guessed  what  else  he  was  thinking — 
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"What  boat  were  you  on?"  questioned  the  worldly  He,  leaning  forward. 

"Isle  de  France." 

"Er — indeed!     And  what  came  of  the  love  affair?" 

"Ah,  it  wasn't  a  love  affair,"  corrected  Dicky  Prue,  "He  was  in  love  with  a 
married  woman."  Then  hastily,  "but  I'm  boring  you."  (I  know  he's  interested,  but 
I'd  better  let  him  say  so — ). 

"Not  at  all"  protested  the  extemporaneous  audience,  "You  know,  it's  been  so 
long  since  my  daughter  confided  her  little  amours  to  her  antique  Dad  that — well — I 
wish  you'd  go  on.     Why  not?" 

(Why  he  doesn't  sound  worldly  at  all,  just  pathetic  and  wistful — after  all,  why 
not?) 

"Well,  he  was  in  love  with  this  married  lady,  not  with  me.  Came  to  me  for  advice 
and  sympathy.  I'm  that  sort  of  girl  (he'll  know  different),  always  in  for  the  big 
sister  stuff.  You  see  it  was  this  way.  Mr.  Gibson  met  the  lady  at  a  party.  That 
she  was  beautiful  was  his  first  impression,  and  that  she  was  attracted  to  him  was 
his  second.  Took  him  till  their  first  few  encounters  to  realize  that  she  meant  things 
to  him,  and  once  he  realized  it,  he  wasn't  sufficiently  farsighted  to  foresee  complica- 
tions. Kept  on  meeting  her,  taking  luncheons  with  her,  dropping  in  on  his  way  home 
from  work  for  a  chat.  She  had — and  still  has,  perhaps,  a  peach  of  a  husband — 
one  clean  and  adoring,  but  not  the  Great  Lover  kind  at  all.  He  liked  his  bridge,  his 
golf,  his  college  friends,  his  Chrysler.  But  his  wife,  you  see,  yearned  for  the  little 
compliments  and  attentions  he  overlooked.  It  wasn't  his  fault  he  couldn't  smear 
poetic  nonentities  on  paper  with  Mr.  Gibson's  agility  or  have  the  sense  to  send  red 
roses  on  a  Saturday  night  instead  of  a  carton  of  fattening  candy,  when  she  was  re- 
ducing." 

"My  Mr.  Gibson  and  the  erring  wife  were  both  sorry  for  and  fond  of  him.  When 
they  began  to  grow  more  and  more  that  way  about  each  other — now  you  know," 
Dicky  Prue,  carried  away  by  her  subject,  appealed  indignantly  to  her  listener,  "on 
his  part  it  was  only,  at  first,  anyhow,  the  compliment  paid  him  by  having  a  beautiful 
and  sophisticated  woman  need  him,  while  on  her  part,  I'll  bet  it  was  only  the  wildly 
romantic  urge  of  a  girl  who  had  grown  tired  of  trotting  about  with  the  same  man ) 
Ah,  it's  an  old  story,"  said  Dicky  Prue,  ridiculously  like  a  ruffled  pussy  cat. 

"When  they  got  crazier  and  crazier  about  each  other,  they  decided  to  part  and 
never  hurt  the  poor  innocent  third  party.  So  after  a  very  moviesque  event,  in  which 
Mr.  Gibson  managed  to  be  stricken  enough  to  suit  the  girl  and  to  bear  up  enough  to 
satisfy  his  conception  of  the  manly  martyr — he  really  did  love  her,  I  guess — darn  it — 
they  broke  up." 

Closing  her  eyes  a  minute,  Dixie  Prudence  Lawler  conjured  up  an  oft-recollected 
scene;  herself,  swathed  in  the  ermine  (bunny,  but  no  man  would  know!),  a  dim 
length,  backgrounded  by  the  horizon's  starred  blue;  Mr.  Gibson,  a  long  shadow 
reclining  in  his  deck  chair,  twin  gleams  where  the  moon  glazed  his  glasses,  all  one 
could  discern  of  his  face.  All  evening  she  had  been  anticipating  the  possible  moment 
when  Mr.  Gibson  might  kiss  her,  first  telling  her  how  much  she  had  come  to  mean  to 
him  in  the  bare  three  days  he  had  known  her.     She  had  been  grateful  for  the  darkness 
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which  hid  her  defeated  expectation  when  he  re-began  his  plaint  over  his  lost  love.  She 
felt  now  how  sobby  her  throat  had  grown,  and  the  queer  tingles  behind  her  eyes.  Ah, 
well !     What  was  the  use  ? 

She  continued  her  story  before  she  had  a  chance  to  grow  sobby  again,  for  she  hated 
sobby  girls.  The  man  who  had  now  been  on  half  an  hour  watched  her  immovable,  as 
she,  unembarrassedly,  related  how  the  separation  hadn't  worked.  "He  certainly  was 
weak,"  she  interspersed  scornfully;  then  loyally,  "but  he  was  so  young  despite  his  years." 

"Blessed  baby,  does  she  know  how  young  she  is?"  wondered  the  man  who  blew 
his  nose  suspiciously;  "but  she  isn't  so  young — mixture  of  wisdom  and  naivete — bet 
she  gave  it  to  him  from  the  shoulder,  the  perky  kid." 

She  had.  "Why  you  Cad,"  she  had  exclaimed,  "you'd  break  up  a  perfectly  happy 
marriage  ?  You  know  she'd  go  back  to  her  husband  in  time,  but  she's  as  weak  as 
you  are.  If  she  won't  take  a  decisive  step,  you  must.  Why,  the  very  fact  that  you 
do  love  her  should  urge  you  to  do  what  was  best  for  her.  She'd  never  manage  a 
divorce — and  could  you  be  happy  taking — second  best?  Run  away? — Act  your  age! 
Oh,  Mr.  Gibson," — The  earnest  brown  eyes  had  pleaded  passionately  for  the  life  of 
their  ideal.  "You  won't  do  a  thing  like  that!  Your  family — hers — you're  too  decent — ■ 
Mr.  Gibson!"     A  wailing  cry — "Can't  you  play  the  game?" 

"And  so  I  don't  know  what  happened  by  now,"  ended  Dicky  Prue.  (How  crazy 
I've  been  telling  a  stranger  all  this.  He  must  think  I'm  the  epitome  of  all  stupid 
school  girls  who  take  themselves  seriously — ). 

"I  have  his  address.  He  forget  to  get  mine  in  the  bustle  of  landing,  but  I've  never 
used  his.  One  doesn't  intrude,  you  know,  and  perhaps  he  resented  all  my  criticism. 
He  said  he  hoped  he'd  see  me  again — then — her  voice  trailed  off.  The  scenery  blurred, 
and  an  unruly  mind  kept  humming,  praying ; 

"Someday,  Somewhere, 

We'll  meet  again." 

Dinner — the  radio  in  the  club  car — talk  with  a  man  who'd  just  got  on — her  for- 
gotten French  lesson  completed — bed — . 

"I — ah — leave  you  at  Biloxi,  young  lady.  You  won't  be  up  then,  so  I'll  say — ah — 
goodbye  now.  It's  been  interesting  to — ah  converse  with  you.  I — ah — "  (imagine 
him  being  at  a  loss  for  words). 

"I'm  afraid  it  was  a  one-sided  conversation,  sir,"  giggled  Dicky  Prue  apologetically. 
"If  we  meet  again,  I'll  let  you  tell  me  your  troubles."  She  was  once  more  a  young 
woman  of  eighteen,  composed,  cool,  clever.  She  watched  him  out  of  sight.  (That's 
how  people  came  into  your  life  and  go — friends  for  an  hour.  We'll  never  meet 
again,  most  likely — just  like  Mr.  Gibson  and  me.) 

"But  how  funny!"  Dicky  Prue's  amazed  eyes  scanned  the  face  of  the  porter. 
Hatted,  coated,  rouged  and  powdered,  she  was  waiting  for  the  last  few  miles  between 
herself  and  New  Orleans  to  rattle  by. 

"Yassum — Gem'men  said  foh  the  HI'  lady  in  numbah  eight.     Tha's  you. 

Odd  how  one  feels  before  opening  a  letter.  That  prevenance  of  excitement  before 
something  apocalyptic! 

"Dear  Dixie  Prudence,"  it  opened. 
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"I  call  you  that  because  it  is  your  grown-up  name,  and  you  must  put  yourself 
in  an  adult  frame  of  mind  while  I  spill  a  thaumaturgic  kitten  out  of  my  secret  bag. 
The  kitten's  name  is  Diana  Daves.  Does  that  mean  anything  to  you?  Perhaps  you 
will  have  forgotten  the  name  of  the  weak-willed  woman  beloved  of  your  Mr.  Gibson. 
That  daughter  I  mentioned  having  is  Diana  Daves. 

"It  has  been  since  ever,  it  seems,  since  that  daughter  has  perched  on  my  knee  to 
stammer  out  her  latest  misdoing.  I  might  have  helped  her  'fall  out'  of  her  infatuation 
if  she  had  come  to  me.  Will  she  ever  guess  how  lucky  she  is  that  a  persuasive  young 
lady  met  a  moon-struck  young  man  at  a  crucial  moment  and  tumbled  out  her  impetuous 
advice  to  him  as  she  did?  Maybe  not,  Dicky  Prue,  but  let  me  inclose  this  letter — or 
part  of  it — from  the  moon-struck  young  man,  who  is  now  working  in  Chicago  at  a 
very  lucrative  job.  Let  me  guess  that  he'll  be  a  much  happier  young  man  if  you  write 
to  him.  He'll  love  you  to  intrude.  As  the  father  of  a  little  girl  who  tried  to  spoil 
affairs  for  a  bit  of  star-dust  in  her  eyes,  let  me  thank  you  for  all  you've  done.  Can 
you  guess  how  important  that  'all'  was,  Dicky  Prue  ? 

Diana's  Dad" 

Incomprehensible  joy — (oh  gee,  dear  God,  thank  you — why,  oh  Mr.  Gibson!)  the 
outstanding  sentences: 

"I  could  have  kicked  myself  for  not  procuring  her  address.  It  haunted  me  the 
way  she  looked  when  she  said,  'Can't  you  play  the  game  at  all?' — If  I  ever  find  her 
again,  sir,  I'll  never  let  her  go — glad  Diana  is  happy — " 

"Someday,  Somewhere,  there'll  come  a  time 
When  the  whole  world  will  know  you  are  mine," 
She  sang  loudly,  triumphantly,  regardless  of  disapproving  awakened  sleepers.     "Oh," 
said  Dicky  Prue,  "I'm  absolutely  soppy,  and — I — don't  care!" 

Mary  Lou  Lewin 


Eternity 


I  meditate  upon  eternity, 

I  shudder  as  1  think  that  all  must  die, 

That  there  ivill  be  an  end  to  what  is  I ; 

That  I  shall  lose  the  pow'r  to  feel,  to   be, 

And  of  me  there*  ivill  live  but  memory. 

And  yet,  would  I  my  soul  should  from  me  fly 

And  through  eight  million  lives  should  live  and  die? 

I'd  find  reward  in  heav'n,  some  say  to  me, 

But  bliss  might  surfeit  and  to  burn  in  Hell — 

Ah  no,  'twere  better  far  to  slee>p.     The  sage 

May  ponder  what  the  years  will  never  tell, 

But  Itt  me  rest.    I  pray'  that  at  last  when 

My  maker  writes  the  end  on  lif/fs  last  page, 

He  shuts  my  book,  nor  opens  it  again. 


Vera  Vlcek 
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Gulf   Scream 

Meredith  Ward :  "This  room  is  so  small  you  can't  do  anything  in  it.     Why,  it  is 
so  narrow,  the  corners  even  touch. 

»     *     * 

Just  as  Good 

Mariel   Ballard,  walking  into  library:   "Miss   Gillespie,  have  you  Jesus  on   the 
War  Path?" 

Miss  Gillespie:  "No,  but  how  would  Christ  on  the  Indian  Road  do?" 

*     *     * 

Virginia  Thomas:  "Hasn't  my  room-mate,  Alice,  got  the  biggest  vocabulary?" 
Evelyn  Lee:  "I'll  say  she  has.     She  ought  to  reduce.     It  just  ruins  her  figure." 


Sara  Ansted :  "I'm  sorry  you  have  to  walk  through  all  that  debris,  Mrs.  Cox." 
Margaret  Thigpen :  "Yes,  and  all  that  trash  is  bothersome,  too." 

Captain  de  Jaive :  "I  think  you  are  going  to  have  to  see1  me  for  a  conference  quite 
soon,  young  lady." 

Martha  Austin:  "Oh,  all  right,  how  about  Saturday  night,  Captain?" 


Crabbing 


What  a  lovely,  lovely  pastime  is  crabbing,  and  it  is  not  even  necessary  to  walk 
to  the  edge  of  the  water  to  enjoy  it.  There  are  numerous  crabbing  parties  in  the 
halls  and  rooms  of  "Dear  old  Gulf- Park  By-the-Sea." 

A  particular  brand  of  crab  is  called  "Reducing." 

"Why  on  earth,"  demanded  one  of  the  girls,"  do  we  have  to  report  to  meals  when 
we're  reducing?     I  simply  can't  diet  when  I  go  to  the  table." 

"That's  what  I  say,"  someone  responded.  "And  this  thing  of  being  required  to  go 
to  church  gets  on  my  nerves.     I  wouldn't  mind  going  if  we  didn't  have  to." 
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"Oh  its  this  staying  in.  our  rooms  during  our  vacant  periods.  I'd  give  a  farm  for 
a  walk  on  the  beach,  but  instead,  I  stay  in  my  room  and  without  a  cigarette  too — why 
don't  they  have  smoking  rooms?" 

This  mistreated  young  lady  "flopped"  down  on  the  bed  with  a  sigh  of  disgust. 

Other  crabbing  parties  are  held  in  bath  rooms.  One  person  sits  in  the  tub  while 
her  room-mate  and  suite-mates  stand  in  the  door-ways  crabbing  because  they  aren't 
going  to  get  to  take  baths  before  dinner. 

"Next  year  I'm  going  to  bring  a  rubber  tub  and  set  it  up  in  my  room,"  declared 
an  exasperated  girl,  and  added  that  she  usually  managed  to  have  the  proverbial  Sat- 
urday night  bath  and  that  was  all.  The  words  of  the  girl  in  the  tub  sputtered  through 
the  lather  on  her  face — 

"Why,  you  take  more  baths  than  ducks  do,  and  invariably  zoom  up  here  after 
'tap'  and  get  in  before  the  rest  of  us  know  what's  happened." 

"I  don't  like  bathing  at  four-thirty  in  order  to  get  to  Glee  Club  on  time  either," 
declared  the  remaining  room-mate. 

"And  that's  another  thing,"  continued  the  exasperated  person.  "Fishy  keeps  us 
there  so  late  that  we  don't  even  have  time  to  run  up  and  dob  powder  on  our  faces 
before  dinner." 

"What  do  you  want  with  powder,  there's  no  one  to  see  you?" 

"Ain't  it  the  truth,  sister.  Boys  are  as  scarce  around  here  as  watermelons  in 
Alaska." 

"Oh,  I've  managed  to  have  a  date  almost  every  Sunday." 

"Yes,  with  the  member  of  the  G.  C.  A. — Gulf  Coast  Adolescents.' 

"Well,  Harry  would  come  down  if  I'd  ask  him  to — but  who  wants  the  boy  friend 
down  here.  I'd  be  mortified  to  death  if  they'd  sing  to  him  at  dinner  and  besides  who 
wants  to  wag  a  chaperone  around  all  the  time?" 

Another  pet  crab  is  the  library.  Certain  persons  attend  it  nightly  and  remain  from 
seven-fifteen  to  a  quarter  of  ten,  and  to  hear  them  tell  about  it,  one  would  think  that 
it  was  a  torture  chamber  with  Gilly  as  executioner. 

Oh  there  will  continue  to  be  crabbing  parties,  but  didn't  you  go  crabbing  last  year 
wherever  you  were,  and  haven't  you  sat  around  this  year  and  said : 

"Oh,  if  I  were  only  back  in  So  and  So?" 

Just  wait,  beloved  crabbers.  Someday  and  in  not  such  distant  years  you'll  be 
sighing  and  crabbing  and  saying: 

"Oh,  to  be  back  at  Gulf-Park." 

LOUSIE   MlLBURN 


Page  one  hundred  forty-seven 


Solution  of  the  Proble 
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Sis  Sheehy:  "I  wonder  where  in  the  world  I  could  hide  the  goat  so  that  it  wouldn't 
be  found  ?" 

Boney:  "Why  not  try  the  bulletin  board,  Sis?" 


Miss  Short,  after  explaining  an  algebra  theory  for  three  quarters  of  an  hour, 
looked  around,  only  to  find  blank  expressions  on  the  faces  of  half  the  members  of 
her  class.  In  hopeless  despair,  she  said,  "Well,  I  guess  all  those  who  don't  yet  under- 
stand will  have  to  see  me  immediately  after  leaving  the  room." 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  "Marion,  you  are  a  great  admirer  of  Edna  St.  Vincent. 
Millay:  Have  you  read  the  Buick  in  the  Snow?" 


In  the  Future 

"Bill  certainly  got  a  Lucky  Strike  in  marrying  Molly  Gordon,  didn't  he?" 
"You  may  think  he  got  a  Lucky  Strike,,  but  I  think  he  got  a  Fatima. 

*      *      » 

Miss  Willis:  "May,  please  tell  me  your  definition  of  a  snake." 
May  Richter:  "A  snake  is  nothing  with  a  tail." 


Miss  Crighton  has  always  urged  the  students  to  put  a  personal  touch  to  their 
themes,  and  so,  in  answer  to  the  plea,  she  found  this  at  the  end  of  a  paper:  "How  old  are 
you,  Miss  Crighton?  How  much  do  you  weigh?  And,  by  the  by,  I  would  surely 
like  to  go  riding  in  your  Ford  sometimes." 


Eleanor  Walker:  "I  wonder  what  the  light  is  doing  in  my  room?" 
Virginia  Lundy:  "It  looks  to  me  like  it  is  burning." 
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The  Bored  Walk 

My,  I  do  get  so  bored,  just  listening  to  the  chatter  of  these  light-headed  girls.  If 
they  would  talk  of  something  interesting,  I  wouldn't  mind  their  trotting  back  and 
forth  on  me  all  the  time,  but  they  have  such  vacant  minds. 

The  favorite  subject  along  here  seems  to  be — men.  Girls  must  get  that  sort  of 
helpless,  "I  need  someone  to  hold  me"  feeling  when  they  get  over  water.  But  why 
must  they  moon  along  and  say,  "Oh,  if  Bill  could  only  be  here  now,  I  wouldn't 
mind."  If  Hill  were  here  the  poor  sap  would  probably  get  sea  sick  from  just  looking 
at  the  waves.  Then  this  blonde  female  would  have  to  help  him  back  where  he  could 
feel  firm  ground  under  his  feet.  And  if  Bill  darling  saw  a  jelly-fish,  I'll  bet  he  would 
scream.  You  know,  I  wouldn't  mind  Bill  coming  either,  just  to  see  what  he  would  do. 
But  then,  I  would  be  bored  with  Bill  too,  nobody  is  interesting  these  days. 

What  do  these  girls  care  how  much  they  weigh?  They  do  have  to  clump  up  and 
down  on  each  other.  I'm  the  one  that  gets  the  bad  end  of  this  gaming  business.  When 
some  of  these  females  come  down  me,  it  sounds  like  a  truck  rolling  along.  And  always, 
they  are  going  to  start  dieting — tomorrow.  They  never  change  their  story.  When  they 
say  something,  they  stick  to  it — it  is  always  tomorrow.  If  they  would  walk  a  little 
faster,  in  place  of  planting  each  foot  down  so  carefully,  they  would  more  likely  lose  a 
pound. 

Some  of  these  girls  do  get  the  funniest  ideas.  Listen  at  them — wondering  if  they 
could  get  away  with  smoking  on  the  end  of  the  pier.  Let  them  try  it.  Don't  they 
know  Mrs.  Cox  has  a  spy  glass  she  uses  for  that  very  purpose?  I  don't  know  why 
they  are  so  crazy  about  these  fogs  anyhow.  I  think  about  half  of  their  love  is  idle 
talk.  But  I  do  wish  they  would  try  "lighting  up"  out  there.  They  woudn't  get 
away  with  it,  I  know.  And  then,  there  would  be  developments  which  wouldn't  bore 
me  a  bit. 


Complaining  One:  "Why  do  we  always  have  to  have  onions  on  the  night  the  glee 
club  is  going  to  sing." 

Pollyanna,  Jr.:  "Why  to  strengthen  your  voice,  my  dear." 

*     *     * 

Yes? 

Flora,   when   Miss   Cain   told   her   to  put  her  make-up  card   in   the   proper  box, 
promptly  walked  to  the  waste  paper  box  and  dropped  it  in. 
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The  Greedy  Pig 


There  lived  a  pig  in  a  large  pen, 
To  eat  he  liked  full  well, 
He  ate  and  ate  and  ate  again 
"Til  he  began  to  swell. 

Of  all  the  pigs  in  this  big  pen, 
He  had  the  greatest  greed, 
Of  all  the  pleasures  in  this  world. 
He  liked  the  best  to  feed. 

One  day  when  all  the  pigs  were  full, 
They  went  away  to  sun, 
And  left  this  greedy  pig  behind, 
He  ivas  the  only  one. 


While  they  were  gone,  more  food  was  brot, 
"What  is  this  that  I  see? — 
I'll  call  my  brothers  not  at  all, 
'Twill  be  the  more  for  me." 

This  greedy  pig  commenced  to  eat, 
He  ate  full  hours  three — 
Began  to  sivell  and  knew  full  well, 
That,  "woe  be  unto  me." 

All  the  while  his  brothers  watched, 
They  knew  he  ivas  to  die; 
Before  the  evening  passed  away 
Lifeless  that  pig  did  lie. 

Evelyn  Lee 


Libby :  "Jewel  Marie  and  Louise  are  certainly  two  souls  with  but  a  single  thought." 
Alma:  "Yes,  and  no  one  knows  in  which  the  thought  resides." 


A  Longing  for  a  Guilty  Conscience 

No   one  is  entirely  good, 
No  one  is  entirely  bad, 
No  one  is  always  happy, 
No  one  is  always  sad, 
No  one  is  always  unlucky, 
No  one  suffers  ivith  glee, 
No  one  on  earth  is  perfect, 
But  gee,  ivho  wants  to  be? 


Louise  Milburn 


Ella  Gwen:  "Miss  Yates,  do  you  have  the  second  period  vacant?" 
Miss  Yates:  "No,  I  don't,  but  if  you  would  like  a  conference,  and  have  that  period 
vacant,  perhaps  I  can  arrange  one." 

Ella  Gwen:  "Oh  no,  I  don't,  I  just  wondered  if  you  did,  Miss  Yates." 
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GULF  PARK  COLLEGE 

BY-THE-SEA 

A  Fully  Accredited  Junior  College  for  Girls 


Outdoor  Life  the  Year  Round 

Delightful  Surroundings  and  Climate  on  the 

Beautiful  Mississippi  Gulf  Coast 

THE  ACADEMIC  COURSE 

COMPRISES  FOUR  YEARS  OF  HIGH  SCHOOL  AND  TWO 
OF  COLLEGE  WORK 

MUSIC,  ART,  EXPRESSION,  HOME 
ECONOMICS,  SECRETARIAL  COURSE 

AND 

NORMAL  PHYSICAL  EDUCATION 

National  Patronage,   Limited  Enrollment 


For  Catalog,  Address  PRESIDENT  Richard  G.  Cox 
Box  B,  Gulfport,  Miss. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

SAENGER  STRAND  THEATER 

The  Show  Place  of  Guljporl 
Owned  and  Operated  By 

SAENGER'S  THEATERS.  Inc. 


GAS. 


THE  ECONOMICAL  FUEL  FOR 


COOKING 


HEATING 


LIGHTING 


Some  of  the  best  inventive  geniuses  of  the  world  have  been  devoted  to  the 
development  of  modern  household  appliances  for  putting  GAS  to  work.  The 
cool  comfort  of  a  modern  GAS  equipped  kitchen,  the  luxury  of  hot  water 
always  ready,  the  ease  and  convenience  of  getting  a  meal  quickly,  even  when 
dressed  for  the  street — all  are  made  possible  by  the  use  of  GAS. 
We  are  living  in  an  age  of  short-cuts,  of  which  GAS  service  is  the  most 
etsential.  Modern  living  demands  those  things  which  save  time,  eliminate 
drudgery  and  preserve  health.  Why  not  have  them  when  nothing  is  saved  by 
doing  without? 

Southwestern  Gas  fe?  Electric  Company 

Gulf  Cities  Division 
Biloxi  Gulfport  Pass  Christian 


F.  W.  WOOLWORTH  CO. 

Five  and  Ten  Cent  Goods,  Specialties,  Etc. 

1306  Twenty-sixth  Avenue  GULFPORT,  MISS. 


WE 

SHOW    THE    LATEST    EARLIEST 

KARL  FASOLD 

JEWELER  AND  OPTICIAN 

Watch  ana  Jewelry  Repairing 

a  Specialty 

Anderson  Theater  Bldg.                                   GULFPORT, 

MISS. 

SOUTHERN  STATIONERY  CO. 

'Gifts,  Greeting  Cards" 

'In  Hotel  Markham  Bldg."  GuLFPORT,  MlSS. 


Bleuers   Gift  Shop 

BILOXI 
210  W.   Howard  Avenue 

GULFPORT 
2417   Fourteenth  Street 


ADAMS 

The  Florist 

1403  26th  Ave.,  Near  t4TH  St. 
Telephone  561 


BE  SURE  TO  VISIT 

HOLMES  GIFT  SHOP 

Where  You  Will  Find  All  Sorts  of  Gifts  At  Very 
Moderate  Prices 


You  11  Enjoy  Shopping  at 

HOLMES 

The  Store  of  Style,  Service 
and  Quality 


D.  H.  HOLMES  CO. 

LIMITED 
For  87   Years   The  Best  Place   to   Shop 
CANAL    STREET  NEW    ORLEANS 


BE  SURE  TO  VISIT 

HOLMES  RESTAURANT 

Where  Southern  Cooking  is  Served  Amid 
Pleasant  Surroundings 


Gulf  port  Laundry  and  Cleaning  Co. 

A  New,  Modern  and 
Up-to-Date 

LAUNDRY,  DRY  CLEANING 

and 

DYEING  PLANT 
'Send  It  To  The  Laundry 

Phone  280 
1 3 1 6-22  Thirtieth  Avenue  GULFPORT,  MlSS. 


JONES  BROS.  DRUG  COMPANY 


The  Rexall  Store 


Twenty-five  Y ears  in  Constant 
Service 


WE    ARE    HERE    TO    PLEASE 
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GOOD  SHOES  AND  HOSIERY 

Luggage,  Buckles  and 
Women's  Hand  Dags 


Gulfport 


Hattiesburg 


Fire,  Marine,  Auto  Liability,   and 
Bona  Insurance 


THE  SNEED  INSURANCE  AGENCY 


Insure  and  Be  Sure 


Telephone  1  70 


Gulfport,  Miss. 


ARVAH  S.  HOPKINS 


Dentist 


4th  Floor,  Bank  of  Gulfport 


Phones  355,  753 


The! 

Daily  Herald 

Mailed  to  Your  Address 
65c  a  Month 

for  Only 

Herald  Building 
Biloxi 

Herald  Building 
Gulfport,  Miss. 

THE  GREAT  SOUTHERN  HOTEL 


The  Aristocrat  of  Southern 
Taverns 


Extends   a  Most   Cordial   Invitation 

to   All  to  Visit  Us   Wnen 

in  Gulfport 


THE  HOST  TO  THE  COAST  FOR  A 
QUARTER  CENTURY 


WHEN  WE  LIST  OUR  ASSE1 

As  a  banking  organization  the  individual  members  of 
this  Association  may  list  among  their  assets  only  the 
money,  notes,  and  other  negotiable  instruments  which 
make  up  the  resources  of  such  financial  institutions. 

But  the  personnel  of  these  institutions  enumerate  still 
greater  assets  on  the  graven  tablets  and  records  of  their 
consciousness.  They  take  into  consideration  as  priceless 
property  the  many  assets  of  the  community  which  they 
serve  in  a  financial  way,  and  which  go  to  build  along  with 
them  a  pleasant  present  and  a  promising  future. 

Here  on  the  Mississippi  Coast  we  have  many  entries 
to  make  in  listing  these  assets.  We  must  start  with  the 
bright  sunshine  of  our  semi-tropical  climate.  Next  we 
consider  the  salt  breezes  that  are  wafted  up  from  the  Gulf 
which    fringes  our   shoreline.      We   consider  the  bright 

GULFPORT   CLEARING 

FIRST  NATIONAL  BANK 

COMMERCIAL  B^ 
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days  that  we  and  our  guests  may  devote  to  outdoor  amuse- 
ment. The  beautiful  hotels,  golf  courses,  inland  water- 
ways and  towering  pines  are  taken  into  our  statements  of 
assets. 

And  far  up  on  this  list  of  resources  we  are  proud  to 
list  as  an  asset  of  exceptional  value  our  own  Gulf  Park 
College.  It  rates  with  us  as  one  of  our  most  important 
resources  of  the  community.  It  brings  to  our  midst  the 
hundreds  of  young  ladies,  from  all  sections  of  the  nation, 
who  come  to  grace  its  spacious  grounds  each  year.  With 
them  comes  additional  sunshine  and  beauty  to  augment 
that  which  nature  has  so  lavishly  provided  for  our  favored 
country. 

This  far-famed  school  is  moulding  here  in  our  midst 
the  educational  future  of  the  fortunate  young  ladies  who 
comprise  its  student  body.     Indeed,  it  is  a  priceless  asset. 


HOUSE   ASSOCIATION 

NATIONAL  BANK  OF  GULFPORT 
G?  TRUST  CO. 


THE  WHITE  HOUSE 

BILOXI,   MISS. 

A  Modern  Resort  Hotel  Overlooking  the  Sparkling  Waters  of  Gulf  of  Mexico 

BOATING,  BATHING,  DANCING,  FISHING 

Adjacent  lo  the  best   18-hole  golf  course  South — Excellent  stable  of  saddle  horses. 
New  Annex  absolutely  fireproof,  every  room  with  private  bath. 

Illustrated  Literature  on  Request 

Walter  E.  White,  Manager  John  T.  White,  Assi.  Manager 


Smart  Apparel  for  Every  College  Occasion 

(g«a  HJag^r  (Ho.,  m. 

Shops  in  New  Orleans,  Edgewater  Gulf  Hotel,  Birmingham, 
Shreveport,  Memphis,  Houston  and  Mobile 


The  Home  Store 


PIK-QUIK 


Bugna  Bros.  Cash  Department 

A  Full  Assortment  of  Fancy  Groceries,  Cheeses,  Cakes, 

Fruits  and  Western  Meats 

We  Appreciate   Your  Patronage 

Phone  906-907  Gulfport,  Miss. 


HOTEL  MARKHAM 

Gulfports  Newest  and  Finest  Hotel 


Strictly 
Modern 

and 
Gulfport's 

Only 

Fireproof 

Hotel. 


Every 

Room 

With 

Bath 

All 
Outside 
Rooms 


European  Plan 

Students   of  Gulf  Park   College,   their  friends   and 
relatives   are   cordially   invited   to   make   them- 
selves   at    home    in    this    hotel    whenever 
they  are  in  Gulfport 

Dining  Room  (Overlooking  the  Gulf  of  Mexico) 

Roof  Garden  (160  Feet  Above  the  Gulf) 

Crystal  Ball-Room  Gold  Room 

Recreation  Lodge 

Markham  Pharmacy  (Mississippi*s  Finest) 

Beauty  Parlor  Barber  Shop 

Complete  Valet  Service 

Automobile  Storage  Garage 

Travel  and  Information  Bureau 

"An  Institution  in  Keeping  With  the  Grandeur  and  Beauty 
of  the  Mississippi  Gulf  Coast" 


Allen  J.  Negrotto 

Vice-President,   Manager 


GULFPORT  PRINTING  CO. 


SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE 
ANNUAL  PRINTERS 


Engraved  and  Embossed  Invitations,  Dance  Programs 
Personal  Stationery  and  Christmas  Cards 


Phone  789  GULFPORT,  MISS. 


Picture  Framing 

DERBERS,  INC. 

"Opposite  Strand  Theatre" 

Stationers  —  Office  Outfitters  —  Gifts 

H.  A.  Dawson,  Manager  Phone  337 

GULFPORT,  MISS. 


Gifts  That  Last — 

J.  B.  LARAMORE 

WATCHES  JEWELRY  DIAMONDS 

Fine  Repairing  a  Specialty 

NOVELTIES 

Gulfport,  Mississippi 


J.  C.  CLOWER  FURNITURE  CO. 


INCORPORATED 

GULFPORT.  MISSISSIPPI 


Furniture  and  Household  Furnishings 


Sun  Lite  Electric  Bakery  Shop 

MANUFACTURERS  OF 
HIGH  GRADE  BAKERY  PRODUCTS 

We   Taf(e  Special  Orders  and  Deliver  to   You 

Telephone  1  767 


THE  BABY  SHOP 

"Everything  for  the  Baby" 

GULFPORT 
Phone   1374 


THE 

PEOPLES  BANK 

Biloxi,  Miss. 

Assets  Over 

$1,000,000.00 


When  Gulf-Park  Goes 

Shopping — 

The  big  thrill  of  the  week-end   is  a 

visit  to  the  Misses'  Shop  at  Kreeger's — 
a  shop  you'll  be  eager  to  enter  and  re- 
luctant to  leave. 

Hats 

Coats 

Frocks 

Ensembles 

A  charge  account  at  Kreeger's 
makes    it    very    convenient    to 
shop  by  mail  in  an  emergency. 

Foot  Wear 

Accessories 

5ty?  itr? eg? r  £>tan 

NEW  ORLEANS 

EDGEWATER  GULF  HOTEL 


Between  Biloxi   and  Gulfport,   Miss. 

Play   Outdoors   Every  Winter 

-.  on  tke 

Golfing,  Swimming  I  mtcctcctppt 

Fishing.  Riding     |  wuaaioairri 

J  Gulf    Coast 

Adjacent  to  Gulf   Park  College 


"HONEST  INJUN" 


We  are  deeply  grateful  that 
Gulf  Park  College  is  located 
here. 

If  it  were  not,  how  in  the 
wide,  wide  world  would  we 
ever  have  the  opportunity 
to  make  sandwiches,  and 
sodas,  and  sell  candy,  and 
stationery,  and  so  many 
other  things  to  so  many 
charming  young  ladies. 

We  hope  to  so  serve  you 
that  you  11  continue  to  make 
our  store  your  meeting 
place — in  Gulfport. 

T      T      T 


Day  Drug  Company 


GULFPORT 


E.  BERTUCCI  AND  COMPANY 

Wholesale  and  Retail 
Dealers  in 

FRUITS  AND  VEGETABLES 

Phone  213 
1318  27th  Avenue  GULFPORT,  MISS. 


THE  GUIDE 

Mississippi's  Maga-Nervspaper 
A  WEEKLY  PUBLICATION 

THE  DIXIE  PRESS 

Mississippi's   Model  Printing  Plant 

BOTH  DEDICATED  TO  THE  BUILDING  OF  A  STATE 

Both  Located  at 

Gulfport,  Mississippi 


G.  T.  DARNALL  GROCERY  COMPANY 

Phone  134 
Gulfport,  Mississippi  Mathias   Building 


CHICAGO,  ST.  LOUIS,  MEMPHIS 
AND  THE  GULF  COAST 


Are  Closely  Connected  by  the  Fast,  Efficient, 
and  Dependable  Train  Service  of  the 


Illinois  Central 
System 


C"3 


21  Hours  Between  Guliport  and  Chicago 
17y4  Hours  Between  Guliport  ana  St.  Louis 
9    Hours    Between    Guliport    and    Memphis 
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For  Copy  of  Beautifully  Illustrated  Mississippi  Gulf  Coast 

Booklet  Write 


T.  E.  HARRIS 

General  Agent 
Gulfport,  Miss. 


A.  C.  LINTON 

General  Passenger  Agent 
New  Orleans,  La. 


Dont  Drive 
HimTo  Drink 


coffee  that  packs  coupons  and  lacks 
quality— -just  let  him  try  a  cup  of 

ALAMEDA 

and  you've  solved  the  coffee  problem 
for  life — its  flavor  never  varies. 

Be  Coffee  Wise 


•    «  «* 


Not  Coupon  Foolis 

COPYRIGHT  1921  BY  MERCHANTS   COFFEE  CO.  Or  NEW  ORLEANS, LTD. 


By  Special  Appointment! 


Mmmmps 

^^  "SOUTH    MISSISSIPPI'S     BE  S  T       STORE"  ^^ 

announce  their  selection  by 

jlmna  l\ufii/ijfart 

the  world-famous  beauty  specialist 

as  authorized  agents  for  her 
famous 

VALAZE  BEAUTY  PREPARATIONS 


You  are  invited  to  select  from  our 
very  complete  stock  the  particular 
preparations  which  the  science  of 
Helena  Rubinstein  has  created  to 
enhance  and  youthify  the  charms 
of  your  complexion  and  contour. 


hills 


on  the 


Mississippi  Coast. 


Gulf  Hills  and  the  Gulf 
Hills  Country  Club  comprise 
a  four-season  recreational  com- 
munity, located  on  the  Gulf 
Coast  of  Mississippi,  at  Ocean 
Springs,  overlooking  the  ro- 
mantic Bay  of  old  Biloxi. 

Limpid  waters  lave  the  lin- 
gering shores  of  an  eighteen- 
hole  golf  course,  the  greens, 
tees  and  fairways  of  which 
are     verdant     even 
through  winter. 


Gulf  Hills  takes  pride  in 
contributing  substantially  to 
the  wholesome  environment 
which  surrounds  Gulf  Park 
College  on  the  Mississippi 
Gulf  Coast. 

Parents  and  friends  of  Gulf 
Park  students  will  enjoy  the 
scenic  charm  and  hospitable 
atmosphere  of  this  beauti- 
ful residential  park  and 
country  club. 


lid 
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Gulf  Hills  is  the  Golf  City  of  the 
Gulf  Coast.  A  network  of  meandering 
roads  parallels  the  course.  Homes  front 
fairways,  waterways  and  highways. 

Rowing,  sailing,  boating,  through 
picturesque  bays  and  protected  inlets,  in 
the  sun  or  softer  moonlight,  give  the 
lover  of  the  open  spaces  a  singular  thrill. 
The  hills  of  Gulf  Hills  meet  the  sea, 
and  here  you  can  literally  anchor  skiff 
or  yacht  to  your  own  front  doorstep. 
Bridle  paths  wind  through  a  forest  pri- 
meval, and  excellent  mounts  are  pro- 
vided  from  our  own  stables. 

Gulf  Hills,  undivided,  contains  667 
acres — 249  acres  of  which  have  been 
dedicated  to  parks,  playgrounds,  fair- 
ways  and   waterways.      In   it  there  are 


ten  miles  of  roadway,  four 
miles  of  waterfront,  seven 
and  six-tenths  miles  of  fair- 
way frontage. 

At  Sunset  Point  Inn, 
the  guest  to  Gulf  Hills 
finds  all  the  comforts  and 
conveniences  of  a  modern  ho- 
tel with  the  added  privacies  of 
a  home.  Operated  as  a  series  of 
independent  units,  with  hotel  service, 
Sunset  Point  Inn  provides  secluded  fur- 
nished dwellings.  Single  rooms  are 
available  for  the  individual  visitor. 

Gulf  Hills  is  accessible  via  fast,  de 
luxe  train  service  from  the  North,  East, 
and  West.  Served  by  Louisville  & 
Nashville  Railroad  direct  to  Ocean 
Springs;  and  Illinois  Central  System, 
through  Gulfport. 


For  ^Detailed  Information 
WRITE 

gulf^hills 

Ocean  Springs,  Mississippi 


TASTY  PASTRY  SHOP 

Bakers  of  Better 

BREAD,  PIES,  CAKES,  ROLLS 
Delicious  French  Pastries 

"Special  Orders  Our  Specialty" 


Phone  1000 


Gulfport,  Miss. 


We  Deliver  Special  Orders. 


HAUSMANN,  Inc. 

New  Orleans    Leading  Jewelers 


SPECIAL  DEPARTMENT  FOR  COLLEGE 
AND  FRATERNITY  JEWELRY 


We  Carry  a  Full  Line  of  Favors  Suitable 
for  All  Occasions 


Louisville  &  Nashville  R.  R. 


Direct  Route  to 

Birmingham-Nashville-Louisville 

Cincinnati-Cleveland-Pittsburg 

Detroit-New  York-Philadelphia 

Washington-Buff  alo-Boston-Chicago 

and  other  Northern  and  Eastern  Cities 

Your   Choice    of  Five   Daily   Trains 

INCLUDING   THE   DELIXE   ALL-Pl'LLMAN    TRAINS 

kTHE  PAN-AMERICAN" 

AND 

"CRESCENT  LIMITED" 


With     Club     and     Observation     Cars,     Women's     Lounge 
Rooms,    Shower    Baths,    Maid    and    Va'.et    Service,    Etc. 


I.  V.  Colly,  P.  A.  E.  C.  Runte,  D.  P.  A. 

Phone  275  J,  £.  RiDGELY,  G.  P.  A.         New  Orleans,  La. 

Biloxi,   Miss.  NJew  Orleans,  La. 
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Photographs  for 

SEA  GULL  OF  1929 

Made  hy 

COQUILLE'S  STUDIO 


EDGEWATER  GULF  HOTEL 


BILOXI.  MISS. 


To 
THE  GIRLS  AND  THE  FACULTY 

OF 

Wonderful  Gulf  Park 
College 


HAYS 


MASTER    CLEANER 

GULFPORT 


I 


ERHAPS  you  hadn't  realized  that  the 
Dorothy  Gray  preparations  which  you  find 
at  our  Toilet  Goods  department  have  all 
been  tested  and  proved  remarkably  suc- 
cessful in  actual  treatments  in  the  Dorothy 
Gray  salons.  In  using  these  preparations 
you  are  giving  yourself,  in  your  own  home, 
the  same  scientific  facial  care  you  would 
receive  at  one  of  the  Dorothy  Gray  salons. 


HEADQUARTERS 

FOR  GULF  PARK 

STUDENTS 


Harkljam  fHjarmarg 


It  pleases  to  serve  you 
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ARCADIAN  PASTEURIZED  ICE  CREAM 

"The  Desired  Dessert  of  the  Discriminating" 

This  delicious,  healthful  Ice  Cream  tops  off  any  feast,  or  makes  of  the  simplest 
meal  a  real  repast.     All  flavors — all  good — it's  pure — that's  sure. 

PASTEURIZED  MILK  AND  CREAM 

Those  who  would  safeguard  their  health  and  assure  themselves  of  rich  purity 
will  use  only  pasteurized  milk  and  cream  made  safe  by  pasteurization. 


Arcadia  Ice  Cream  and    Creamery  Co. 

GULFPORT 


LARGEST  COLLEGE  ANNUAL 
PUBLISHERS  IN  THE  WORLD 

HIGHEST  QUALITY  WORKMANSHIP 
SUPERIOR    EXTENSIVE    SERVICE 


f    COLLEGE    ANNUAL    HEADQUARTERS 
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